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E U R Y D I C E. 

Acted at the 

T H E A T R E.R O Y A L, 

In D R U R Y-L A Jl E. 

The Persons reprefented. 

EuRYDiCE, Queen of Corinth, Mrs, Porter, 
Melissa, her Confi^cnte. , Mrs. Butler. 

LEONibAS, a Nobleman, fecretly > y^^ Bridgwater. 

in the Queen's intereft. i 

pROCLES, Tyrant of Epidaurus^ '% 

in poffeffion of the Crown of V Mr. UarJhalL 

Corinth, -3 

Mbdon, his Favourite; Mr. W. Mills. 

Beriander, King of Corinth. Mr. Mills. 
PoLYDORE, his Son. Mr. Hallam. 

Ariston. Mr. Cor^, 

Offiars^ Guards^ Attendants. 
The Scene, Corinth. 



I _ 

\ PROLOGUE. 

Written by Aaron Hill, Efqj 
, Spoken by Mr. W i L k s. 

T N youths twhim modefiy and merit mui% 

Hoiu rare the union ! and the force hffwfweii I 
fho at/mall praife our butoMe author aimsy 
His friend may gi*ve him^ nvhai bis blu/b dtfciaims* 

Ladies t-^to you he makes Ihi chief addtefs ; 
Formdy to he frayed to, and evew born to blefs / 
He feels your po^wetj bimfoff and makes it felt i 
Hisfcenei fwill teach the fiubbom heart to melt : 
And each fair eje^ that noin finnes. f of th^ here ^ « 
Jnon Jhall'Jhiney fiHlfofier^ thro a tear. 

Let not confiralnt your generous fighs refrefs^ 
Uor veil compajjion, nor repel diftreft* 
Your fexe's ftrength is infuch nueaknefs found : 
And fighs and tears hut help your charms to nuound^ 

Of all the WDonders taught us by the fair, 
^Jisjlrangeftt Tr^g^diy Jhould lofe their care / 
Where Love, foft tyrant i in full glory reigns ; 
Andfovereign Beauty holds the world in chains* 

B 2 Lefi 



U PROLOGUE. 

Le/s pcl/JFd, and more hold^ the Comic Mufe 
Unkiftgsyour Cupid, or obflru^s kis i/i^nvs ; 
Vpholds prefuming ivit^s familiar claims 
jfnd blots out zwQffomLoiesdiminiJFdJlamei 
Finds^ or makes faults^ and Jets thtmftrong infight^ 
And dares draw 'SNfoUAV falfe^ or vain^ or light. 
IVhik "XrdJgtAy^^our fervanti tryd, and true. 
Still to your Fame devoted^ and /« You ! 
Enjlaiv^d to L<w/, fubdu^d ambition brings. 
Firms Beauty s power, and croons it lung of kings. 

Let wuifi'd attention grace ourfcene to-night \ 
And moum'daffliaions mo^e refot'd deUght. 
Each tender hght of life we recommend-, 
Wife^ hufi'and, fubjea, parent, /on, and friend! 
All ! your impajjion'd interefis JbaU engage : 
And fear pall Jhake, and pity melt tbeftage! 
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TRAGEDY. 



ACTI, SCENE L 

£ V R T O I C B, M B L I S S A. 

EURYOICB. 

Y^ heavenly powers f what means this dreadful 
This war of fea and iky I [Hoim f 

Mblissa. 

Dreadful uideedt 

EURYDICB.' 

Hear, from the wintry north how keen it howls. 
Thro thefe lone towers, that rock with every blaft. 
Each moment threatning rain on oar heads. 
Bat fee — ftand here and caf{ thine eyes belowr 
O'er the broad ocean to the diilant %» 

B 3 S«r 
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See what confbfion fills the raving dccp^ 
What mountain-billows rife ! 'Tis terrible; 
And foicing to the horrors of my fate, 
The dark defpair that defolates my foul. 

Melissa. 
Ha ! Madam, look, due weft where yonder rocks 
O'erh^ng the beating tides, O $ght of woe !, 
Four-goodly ftiips, before th' impetuom blaft, 
Drive wild acrofs the waves* 

EtntYMCs. 

Affiftthem» heaven! 
The *ftonn is high, anB the flood perilous. 
Lo, now they dimb a fearful fteep, and hang 
On the big furge that mixes with the clouds. 
It burfls, behold ! and headlong down they ttd . 
Into the yawning gulph. They cannot (cape : 
A fea rowls o'er the foremoft. 

Melissa. 

Ah! fheftrikes 
Againft that wave-worn cliff. Where is ihc now ? 
Hid in the dark abyfs, with all her crew I 
All loft for ever! 

EURYDICE. 

Turn we from the iight. 
Too crud fori woman's eye to bear. 



EURYDICE. 7 

ni-fated men! perhaps at this £ul moment 
In'ibme fkr-dillant hind, a faithful wif^, 
A piotis parent, widi apMftcd hands. 
Are offering vows to hearen ftr their retnm. 
Alas ! they meet no more. — Severely taught 
By my own ills, I fdel fyr M th* unhappy ; 
Yet emyall) Who afe M tieft for ever ! 
WUfe }» li«efi]|& 

Ms LrIJS4« < 

Ah ! my Roysd Miftrefs, 
Eurydice, {Huik ViSiet tbe'khSd gods 
Woold teach you, by this fight of mournful ruin. 
Patience and geiitfer thought. When others too 
Are boiferable, not to know the WMft 
Is btnt dcgtetof blifs. 

MeBBk, now 

The face of inftant defeOh Wert lefs alarming 

Hiatifoch a life as mine ; for thou haft known me. 

Rich in a fbn and glorious in a hofband. 

The gaze of envying Greece : thoiL ieeft me now 

Caft down to loweft m^ony,- the ilave. 

The %on of fafrfi's Woiift tyrant ; who betray'd me t 

Who would deibt>y my £dreft fame— *}iS heaven ! 

And (hall this bold offender, who has broke 

B4 All 
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All bonds of holy ^th, yet bids liis ibal 

Rejoyce and take her eafe, ihall he long triumphr 

Herein the throne of Corinth? while it's lord 

The great unhappy Periander roams 

A namelefs fugitive ! 

Melissa, 

Madam, behold—— 

What may this mean?-^ the giant's minioapoiiiu. 

SCENE II. 

EURTDICB^ MeLISJA, Mi4>0W. 
MEDONit 

Hail, beauteous queen. By me, the royal Prodei 
With lowly iervice bends him to your charms : 
Bids finiling health, and gentle peace of mind* 
light up your mom* and make your evening fair* 
This, with the tendefeft vows— 

EURVPICB. 

Canft thou infttra am 
Of diofe unhappy men, whom I but now 
Saw perifli on this coaft ! 

Ms DON. 

Not who diey are ; 
But what their &te, thefe eyes with drea^beheldL 

Tie 



EURTDICE^ 9 

Tbe king too, fit>m the mornii^s. cBace return'dy 
At this iadiight fpnr^d on, witbaU his^ traiur 
To Ave, if p^ffibk, whom the wild iea 
Cafb forth upon the hmd. But iisft, hit love. 
That counts each moment's sd>rence from your eye» 
An age of lingering torment, bade me fly 
With health and greeting to the matchlefi fiur,. 
Who holds his ibol enfbv'd. 

EuRTDIGE. 

Then, bear him bacKr 
From her whom he has wronged, infolted, ruin'd^ 
Horror and loathing ! unrelenting fcom I 
And all x woman's hate ! in due returo< 
For his detcfted love. The tyrant-coward T 
To crufh the fallen and helplefs ! to embitter 
The pangs, the nuieries,, himielf has caoai^i^ 
With gaU of mockery ! 

Mbdon*- 

And yet, perhagr, 
&1C& fen^ces as his ddenre xetumS' 
0f kinder meaning, and more.gradous accent.- 
May I prefiime to p)a«e before your eyes^ 
Jh fiudifQlproQ>ed,. that impending ruin 
He (^v*d you from ? See,> theDr yow: abfent.Lordi 
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involved d>foad in wsdauxe&kl \me. 
With troops aveife and mutonous I Seetoo^ 
From them di&s'd axid wkh contagious fwiftnefi 
Spred thro yonr capital, the fame deep laint 
Of f^dious rage I Sehold yoor fnije&s, deaf . 
To duty's voice and aolx^d in one wide guflt, 
Ariie, attack, iniidt you, in diis fort 1 
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre &0mie 
Join'd his devouring ravage ? When your eyes 
Saw daily, hourly periih thofepoor Few, 
Whoie bijk had kept them yours ? 

EufcYDICB. 

O would to heaven . 
I then had perilh'd too ! 

Me DON, 

Such was your ftatc. 
Loft even to hope, when generous Procles ftew 
Impatient to your aid ; difpers*d, and quclt'd \ 
The general treafon. May I dare to urge 
Thefe fefvices ? But what are thefe ? His throne. 
His heart is yours : he lays them at your ftet : • ' . 
He bids you reign .in both* " 
EuRViiiCE. 

Thou bafis of heart ! 
To flaves like thee, who flattei^ and inflame . 

2 Their 
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Their prince's crime^i afe owing half the plagues 
That curfe mankind. Hu not thy iaitfaleft lord» 
Whofe guilt this fhamefiil praife of thine brings home 
On thy own {ovl, uTurp^d the very crown 
He fwore to faye ? Aoid I too-^thy bold infttlt 
Shews I indeed am wretched.<»But more talk, 
Indnlg'd with thee, would fbun me with thy viloaefir^ 
Would prove that wietdied fiite, not ondefov'd. 
Away ! . 

SCENE m, 

EuRYDics, Melissa.. 
Evkydicb; 
Thefeijpecioosiycophants! thefefinootb 
And fupple minivers of vice ! They lead 
Their fovereigns on from crime to crime, aad rife 
In flattery, as the tyrant grows in guilt I 

Melissa. 
My heart forebodes ibme fatal coniequenc^ 
Will fpring £Eom this. 

EoftYDICB. 

Here let it fill, Mdiflan 
I merit all that fortune can inflid. 
For trufting this betrayer, this curftBrodes^ 

B6 M*- 
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Alas! no other choice reonin'cU^ 

p EvRYOIOfi.. 

Yes— deat&r 
I ihoold have dy'd : he was the foe of Corinthk 

M»LIS&A. 

Yet his fair-ieeming* might have won belief 
From cautious doubt, or cool-confidering age^. 
By firequent, urgent meilage heconjnr^ yoOi 
To fave youHclf.. With Qpen,ho4or, own'A 
His antient eranity; but by each power*, , * 

Celeftial and infernal, (wore 'twas pafl :. 
Nay, more ; that as a king^, and as.a.man^, 
Jull indi'gnatibn at your rebel- fubjeds,, 
And pity of your fate, had touch'd his heart;. 
Alt this he fwore^ 

EnitYDrcB;. 
Bur &me had truly fpoke him^. 
Perfidious amifa^iring. No : the weak. 
The coward-woman in my foul'betray'dme ! 
For this, my days, my nights ace ever haunted 
Wtdi fiend-iike fbrms of horror and remorfej^ 
Still confcience hold^ her cruel mirror up^ 
That to myfelf refle&ime, as I am,^ 

Uhequak 
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Vneqaal to the poft-where honor pWd me I 
More light of fiuth than in&ncy or dotage 1 
For thisy my fiifiering ear is daily woundodc 
With 'V0W& of impious love! 

Mblusa. 
; That way, indeed^ 
I dread to torn my view. A fool £0 brutal,. 
InflamM with nightly iniblbnce and wine— 
What may he not attempt?. 

EvRYDicr. 

A thott(and deathr 
Are in diat thought— -to know myfelf his flave f 
Beneath one roof with him! and yet compelled. 
To fufier hated life — for can I dje^ ' 
Unheard, unjuftified ? while Periander^ 
Himfelf of jealous honor, and from her^ 
He deign'd to love> expecting joft returns 
Of equal faith unblam'd ; while fuch a huiband;. 
Thro doubts miiguiding nufts. beholds me ftill^ 
Wicked, not weak? deceiving^ not betray'd? 

MfiLISSAv 

How nicely fearful is true love ? Not all. 
Chafte Dian's cold feverity of honor. 
Smpafies jouis-i. yet fiilt— ^ 

Kvvu 
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EtTltYTMCB, 

Peace. Who ccmes ymdtr I 
Lconidas ! *Tis He» Witii flow fad ftep 
He bends this way : and on his cheek ^s p^ 
Some peniive thought Ah 1 whence thefe dark fore*- 
That Qdver thi-o my framfe ? [boding8„ 

SCENE IV. 

EuRYWCE, Melissa, Leonidais. 
Leon I DAS. 

(Jh queen! forgive me^ 
If I appear before you, to impart 
A mournful meilage : but, by Procles' orde r 

* EURYDICB. 

Whatever proceeds from him, Leonidas, 
To me mud needs be fatal. But fay on. 
With all it's tei'roi's arm'd, death is kfs drdldSfuI^ 
ThaA being in his power. 

LsoMiDAd. 

Unhappy ptinctfsi: 
Your fate might melt the hanieft breafl, and teadv 
Even auelty*« femoriMefi #yc to wie|> ! 
How ihalll fpeak the veft! 

EVRTDICI. 
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EVRYDICS. 

Leoaidas! 

What b tlus fearful tale» too iad far lAteraiice ? 

Alas ! why c^ft thou weep ? why turn thine eye 

Severe on heaven? 

Lbonidas. 

O my torn heart !— This florm,' 

This fatal tempcfl — — 

EVRYDICB. 

Ha ! what (hips were tfaofe^- 

Say, (peak — that funk bat now before our eyes, 

Infightoffhore? 

LrotviDAS. 

fte very fleet defignM 

For your relief ; to free repenting Corinth 

Frorti iSua betrayer^ tibiis detefled Prodes* 

The king was there emburk'd ! 

£triiYi>icB, 1. 

ThedaUisldftt 

Mblissa. 
She faints ! 

LSONIDAS. 

. . • My foul's in tears to fee her thus ! 
How is it. Lady ? Oh were thi» ihort paufe 
From thought and pain, the laft eternal fleep-. 
She then were bleil^But foft— ihe bivathes again: 

EVRYDICI. 
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EuRYDrCE. 

O Pcriander ! my much injur'd lord ! 
Would I had dy'd for thee*— Ah ! gendc maiff^ 
Was it then he, my hufband, whom thcfe eyt$ 
Saw periih in the ftorm ! whofe fate I wept. 
Nor knew, that all the cruel wreck was mine I 

Melissa^. 
Unhappy day !. 

EURYDICB. 

Undone Eurydice !. 
But t will die— I ihould have dy'd before 
When my mean cowardice, my dread of deaths 
Betrayed me to falfe Prodefi* I had then 
JDfd innocent : I had not then.deierv'd 
A min'd huffiand's curie.-<-0 thought of honor !l 
Perhaps his lateft breath, even in the honr. 
Of awiid fate, charg'd me wi& all his wrongs^ 
His life and honor loft ! perhaps expired. 
In imprecations on me I 

Melissa.. 
0^> for pjty,- 
Ceafe the& dii&aftmg thoughts. They but inflame 
The lage of leal iUsj^andwouBd yoo deepej;.. 
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Lbqnidas. 
Would tears, my gracious miilrefs^ aught avail U8» 
Metliinks thefe aged ey^ could numbtf drops 
With falling douds, or the perpetual ibream. 
But while we mourn, our enemy rejoices. 
And founds his cruel triumph loud to heayen* 
If I have hpw'd me to hi& impious will, 
Tho with that fbong reludance, Nature feeb 
At what ihe holds moft mortal and abhoxr'd ^ 
It was with view to turn, as reaibn warrants^ 
Againfb the traitor his own treacherous art8> 
And rain him> with &£tty to my fovf^gn. 
This may be done. Sad Codnth looks with honor 
On her late guQt: ihefeels it punifh'd too» 
By double weight of diams fiom that hard hand 
Whkh fiourges her each hour with whips of iborpioAfli^ 
She waits but ibme wiih'd chanos^ at once torifb. 
And ^ve him fipom her throne. 

MiLlSSA. 

Thcfe trompcts fpeak 
His near approach. 

BVRTDICB. 

Oh fire of gods and men h 

Eternal joftice ! hear thefe guilty ibunds I 

Behdd 
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Behold this tyrant^s revel ! wliile a king, 
Tliy great refemblance, floats a cold pale corfe ; 
Or on the naked beach caft vilely out. 
Unknown, unhonor'd Mcs. Leohidas, 
By all my grieft I beg thee,'fearch thefe fliores. 
Each clid* and cavern where the wild wave beats^ 
For my lov*d lord, and to thefe widow'd arm& 
Give back his dear remains. 

Lboniz>a8. 

See, Proclcs corner 



SC E N E ' V. ' 

ProclbSi Medon, Leonioas, Attendants* . 

Hail gbirBons day 1 ftQ%>iefQii8 Ibrtdoe kail t 

Froib.tkffi tsnnxqohjmt fadut lafi^ fi^^ 

Runs fair and finiliog on; The bold attism^^ 

Laid dark and deep by 'my snoft dreaded foe. 

Is peri&'d with it*8 author* From on high 

Heaven arm'd his winds and feas.eo %htiny batdfe.: 

And vidory is mine without my care,. 

Almoft Wlriibot my kaowledgc. Yes, the gods^ 

The gods ibemlblv^s (Bfjoufe my hstfipy caiift i 

For 
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For thtt, kt flowery.grfaads MFrdrthe thck fllriKcs.j 
Let hecatombs before their altars bleed, 
» And triumph reign thro .Comth. 

Aiiendants loitbdrAW^ 
Is the qoeea 
In&rmM of 4di; Leonidas ? 

LSONIDAS. 

She iu " 

"PlCDCLIS. 

Anil^vxAH the «c^— 
L^oiriBA). 

And many tears, Tuyibrf* 

PrOCLJ'S. 

Joft'the fond fex : 
Such dicir rain grief ; a moment's paffing ftorm. 
And all is calm. Ik it thy far Afer care, 
As the receding flood forfaices oar ftioit,' 
To make ftrift feardi^thro all this coaffi around 
For Pcriander's corpfe. 1 would, methinks, 
A while indulge my eyes ; a while perufc 
The features of a rival once fo fam'd. 
So terrible in arms ; whofe partial fortune 
Soar'd high above, and ever thwarted mine 



In 
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In all the dearer aims that fwell my thought^ 
Love and ambition. 

Lbonidas« 

Mark this> righteous heaven I 

SCENE VL 

PftOCLES, MeD0N» 

Medon. 
At length, fir, aD the gods efpoufe your canib : 
And fortune is your own. Your native realm. 
Fair Epidaums, peaceful and reiign'd. 
Acknowledges her lord. A rival's fate 
Confirms his kingdom yonrs« 

Procles. 

Yetlamfiill 
Unbteft amid this flow of profperous fortune* 
Not all that charms ambition^s fhorelefs wifh» 
Empire and kneeling homage, can bellow 
The better joy I long for. 

MsDOir. 

Ah, my prince, 
Forget^ or fcom that proud ill-natur'd fair one. 

FaocLBs^ 
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1 

PROCLES. 

Impollible. By heaven tity foul can form 

No wiih, no thought but her. I tell thee, Medon, 

With blufhes tell thee, this proud charmer reigns 

Unbounded o'er my reafon. I have try'd 

Each ihape, each art of varied love to win her ; 

Alternate prayers and threats, the foothing ikill 

Of paiEonate finccrity, the fire 

Of rapturous vows : but all thefe arts were vain. 

And 'twas my ibuFs firft aim, the towering point 

Of all my wiflies, to prevail in this ; 

To triumph o'er my rival too in love. 

That had been great revenge ! 

Me DON. 

Believe me, Sir, 

When once the fit of wilfulneis is o'er. 

The female vanity of tears diicharg'd. 

She meets your wifhes, and forgets a hafband 

Who is no more. 

Procles. 

Perdition on his name ! 

I dread his memory as my rival ftiU. 

But jf I have not won her to be mine. 

At leail that hated hufband reap'd no joy 

From her &ntaffic honor. Stong to madnefi 
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For ill-requited love, I dy-kly ijptpd 
Surmizes of her trutl|. He though her fidfe : 
And, a^ h^ doated on her, the dire tale 
Was pQifoii to his qwet. Jealoufy, 
In all its horrors^ Wi& hdve.feizfd his foul^ 
I trium|xh'd thei:^ I . 

Mej>on. 
*Twas^ exqvifite reyengc 
I too, my Lord, who live bat for your pleafure. 
Your ever-faithful fla-ve, I too oombia'd 
To aid your venge^Qce. You can f^ll remember 
When in a dungeon's depth Aqfton lay, 
Arillon, Periander's fadipus friend. 
With looks of feeming pity I oft moum'd 
His hard impniibnn>4;iit, complain'd of you, 
Nay, curs'd your cruelty ; till I had brought 
His unfufpeding honeHy to credit 
My fidioA of the Queen. I told him then. 
With well-diilembled hatred of her crime, 
Invenoming each circumibaiice, that fhe. 
Forgetful of her better fame* had heard 
Your fecret pafiion, and with equal ardor 
Retum'd its wamuh. Nay, that ihe ofteaurgfd yon 
To wreak yo^ rage on him, the hated friend . 
Of her loatk'd huibaad. Having tho9 a^rm'dhimt 

Aftir 
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After long paufe I let him fcape at laft 
To £nd his mafter'batl 

PHOCLES* 

I thank thee^ Medon. 
But this avails not mach% My foul bums in me 
With furibus longings to fubdue that womaa ; 
To bend her pride of virtue to mj pa^km* 
I ^cy, in her arms, tranibendent joyt, 
A heaven of higher blifi, not to hefonnd 
In unrefiiling Beauty^ woo'dandwon 
At idle leifure. Yet, one tryal more : 
Then^ if I am repuls'd, away at once 

[ All little arts of loye* 

j Medon. 

Mean while* the banquet^ 

I Which Pleafure's carious hand hath fumiih'd out 
With fjplendid choice, awaits you» and invites 

I To laughing thought and triumph. There the god» 
The jocund god of wine, with roie-buds crown'd, 

I Mirth in his look, and at his fide the band 
Of little playfulLoves* fills high the bowl^ 
And bids it How unbounded. Mafic too 
Joins her enchanting voice, and woos the foul 

I With all her magic fkill of moving fbrains : 

f Till 
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Till the foft hour is melted into blifs, ' 
Beyond tke power of faiuy,- when lier dream 
Uyondi and beauty, kind above refbaint! 

vi- • .PaOCLES. 

Come on, then, Medon. Life is vainly fhort; 
Afpao, a paffing fhadow.: and when death 
Has quench'd this finer fiame that moves the hearty 
Beyond is all oblivion, and wafte night 
That fees no following dawn. Since then our fate 
No futareknQWSy the preient fhall be ours ! 
And now, whil^ in her.train» afcending Night 
Leads on die revel hour of free delight ; 
' Gay, wild, without control!, in wanton (late, 
LetMiific, Mffdif and Love* around us wait ! 



nc End of the Firft A^.^ 
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A wretch^that has no name ! 

XiBOMlDAS. 

Oh M ye gods ! may I believe my fettfes I 
'Tis he, my prince kf^-Joil heaven» to thee I kneel* 
And tlitis:ad6i«:thy>^i«atdire&ing hand! 
r^.^TkaooflcBmasinglr / 

/ ' PfiRIANDSi. 

Rifey Lconidas : 
lamben^ththytiffe. Thou fceft me here, 
Sav'd from the deep, to be more k^ on ftore. 

*...:. . .LB1>»riOA«. 

My king und-maAerr^tho my^heait bleeds in me * 
With adl your might^ ills, -I^nuft again - 
Bleis thttt|«aDdheavca\vhdfe providence has fiiv*d you. 
Tis flrange f 'tis wonderous all ! But how, oh how 
Have you eic^M thttyfaiit*s j^oiti feaich ? 
•Hi^palM.g^uu'dt^iplor'xl with ftnft:furvey» 
Till doTe of eve, eaahcUff and cave around. 

PBftlANDBR. 

Hear then the mournful tale. My litdt fleet 
Now fidl'd in tl^ht of CorinA, when at once 
Broad daikneis hid the noGn-day^fun $ at^once^ 
With tempeft on hi^winS* ^* north-wind rofe. 
Upheaved the deeps» end horPd them fiii|e on forge 
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in moantains to the fiiore ! A ftonn £> fierce^ 
So big with ruin, bdIM oitf beft ML 
DetpvrAndk' eveiy ]iean. The fhip lan roaod 
In giddy whirls, and bdg*d on fome hid rock. 

difinal moment ! ftiit methinks I hear 
The general, dyil^ibetott of millritudes 
Juft drowBing in di* a^fs. H&W poer a Aiag 
Js a king then, Le<midA94 -—I gfaip'd 

A floating wrecks th^nide fea roaring round nie» 
And burlHng o'er Biy')»ead ^ but^ bury'd deep 
Beneath ihriwMmk^gi tide, At once I kA 
The light of heavea and life. A-wav^ it fteoi 
Lodg'd me within^Msavem's fecret depth. 
Near this tall mosntaiii* 

. . MIradeoiPfiKte! 
Some god's immediate hand conduAed i^ 
Severely, merci&l.-^Bott fir, the prince ~ 

1 tremMe tt> enqmit^ and yet. would know --• 

Whatof JUsfatfr^ . 

PfRlAJtOSR. 

I know not what to thinks 
But to be mine, i$ feelns, is p be fetched. 
Half of my fleet, yetridmginthciwev.. ^ - 
I left to hid g;>xmQmdf with AriKltft^Gfaai^ 



28 E U R Y D I C E. 

To fail fome few hours after. It were vain 

To tell thee now the reafon of my order. 

This ftorm, I fear, may have furpriz'd him too. 

Unhappy Pblydore ! 

Leonidas. 

Your own efcapc. 

So full of wonder, and beyond all hope. 

Inclines me to fb-ong faith that heaven is IHIl 

Concern'd for your affairs.— But to behold 

The firft, and late the happieU: of mankind. 

At this dead hour, alone and wandering here I 

No rooT, but this cold cope of fhadowy night. 

No couch, but this unhofpitable earth 

To ftielter and receive you — 

P£IIIANDBR. 

Think me not 

So poor in foul, to ftoop beneath thepreffure 

Of fortune's hand. That Would be to deferve it. 

But there is ftill behind — O death to honor ! 

One cruihing blow that lays me low indeed ! 

That finks me in the dufi I 

Leonidas. 

What do I hear f 
Your words amaze me: 

Pbrianoer. 

V « Ho^ Xieonidas ! 

Surely 
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Surely thou art ho ftranger to my thoi^kt. 

Proclcs — Eurydice — ^Wilt thou not fpeak 

To favc my blqfhes ! 

Leonidas. 

With fuch watchful care 
The tyrant's trufted fpies obferve her fteps, 
That till this fatal evening, when by order 
Of Procles, linform'd her of your death, 
I have not feen her once. 

Periander. 

Juft what I fear'd. 
That guilty fccrefy was well contriv'd 
To cover crimes too foul for honefl eyes. 
And heaven's fair light to fee. None, none but Prockt 
Could gain admittance : and to him my gates. 
My f ortrefs, nay my bed itfelf was open ! 

Leonidas. 
O wrong her not, my Lord. .Had you butfe;en 
With what cbnvulfive pangs of heart-felt anguifh^ 
What bleeding agonies, fhe heard the tale ' 
Of your imagin'd death, your foul would melt 
In pity of her woes. This Procles too 
Caird down each power of heaven to witnefs for him. 
He meant her ^r. Hers was the common caufe 
Of kings, he faid> whofe place and honor bound them 
C 5 To 
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To fcoarge lebeUion, in whatever ihape, 
•Wherever found. And then what was her ftite ^ 
Death in his ghafUieft form^ confnming famine^ 
Hung inilant o'er her head. O think of tHnk, 
And add not to her wrongs. 

Pbrianoer. 

Ha! wrong her^ fay^thou? 
Anfwer me : has fhc not entaiPd difgrace. 
And vilenefs on my fiame ? Has fhe not made me 
The kughter of my foe, the fcoff of Prodes I 

curie ! is there in all the wrath of heaven 
A plague, a niin» like that in&my ! 
WrojDg her — I am too well informed ef all ; 
Too certain of the.blu^fnl flain that deavea 
To me and. mine for ev.cir I 

IaIONIDAS. 

Ah, my Lord, 
By ^ good powers, by your eternal quiets 

1 beg you hear mc — — 

Periander. 

I have heard too mudi» 
Too mudi, juft Gods ! to hope for quiet more^ 
Thofe fates inexorable, that purfoe 
My life with ntmoft rigor, would not ^are me 
The knowledge of my fhame. From my befi ^emf 

filttihing 
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Blufhing I learnt it— -But haft thou e'er fdt 
That heart of anguiih ftab*d by murderoas fears^ 
And ihuddering with ten thouiand mortal Noughts f 
That tempeft of the fonl that knows no cahn ; 
Tflffing from love to hate, from doubt to rage, 

j ^0 raving agony ! 

I Leonidas. 

O heaven and earthf ji 

Truft me, I weep to hear fo fad a tale. 

Periaudcr. 
rilteUthee sOl ! for di I my fod is full. 
And mud have vent. "My aidng memory. 
Still fruitful to my torture, brings again 
Thofe days, thofe mondis of horror I have known* 
'Abandoned to diftrafUon, Irenounc'd 
The commerce of mankind. I (ought to vent 
My ravings in the wUdnefs of the woods ; 
To hide my (hame in their profoundeft night. 
The mom flill l»'0ught it back : the midnight-ihade 
Could not conceal it. Her lone echoes groan*d 
Unceafing with my pangs : and her fad ghoAs, 
Forbid to reft even in the grave, in me 
Beheld a foul more toft, more curft, than they. 

C4 La. 
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Leonidas. 

Sir, no more — — 

Ferianoer. 

When I recall'd the pa^. 
Life's vernal months, the downy hours of peace 
And unfufpediing love ; our growing joya ^ 
In rearing one lov'dfon; that heaven of blifs 
Which princes feldom find, and was all ours ; 
My foul dy'd in me. Solitary, wild, 

1 wept, I groan'd, in bittemefs of heart* 

But when curftProdes flafh'd on my remembrance^ 
My known, my deadly foe— that he of all* 
That he had made her vile ! 'twas then,, 'tis now 
Rage, fury, madnefs.— You at laft atrous'd me 
To thoughts of vengeance. With all ipced I feil'dg 
Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 
Of ftabbing the betrayer in her arms ; 
Of plunging both to hell— but this curflftorm ! 
Thcfc treacherous waves f 

Leonidas. 

Ye gods ! what have I heard f 
Alas ! alas ! all waves, all itorms, are calms 
To Jealoufy. O my lov'd Lord, beware 
Of that deftroyer, that felf- torturing fiend. 

Who- 
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Who loves his pain^ and feeds the cruel cares 
That prey upon his life ; whofe frantic eye 
Is ever open, ever prying round 
For what he dreads to find. 

"Periander,. 

By all thofe horrori 
Thou hafi defcrib'd ! my crime deferves them all. 
Think back with me— -for thou alone wert prefent^ 
On that dread moment, when to his ikd coach 
My father called me, dying as he lay ! 
Then is the hour when all earth^s glories hde 
Before the doling eye t when Virtue's voice. 
Ambition, even in kings, will deign to hear t 
He heard it ; bade me grafp her holyvakar,. 
And fwear, that Corinth he had long enilav*d» 
By mc'to all her rights fhould be reftor^d. 
I fworc : I meant to keep the facred oath ; 
But young, and fond of heart, too lightly weigh'd 1% 
Againfl the blooming mifchief of her beautic5> 
That native noblenefs of look and air. 
Which lighted up the charms it fanftify'd I 
Lefi than a throne I thought beneath her place* 
To fee her there, ador*d by kneeBngjyorlds, 
And blazing, from that height, in all her beams,, 

' : C 5 ' Thit 
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This amorous foUy was my fource of guilt I 
And, by hpaven's Jiand, my fottrce.of fojcrowtoo! 
*Tis juft, tho dreadful ! I am punifh'd molk 
Where I had bid my foul be zm>fi iecure 
Of happxnefs for years ! 

LEO.NIDAS. 

You judge your felf 
Wilbccuelty, myl^ord. Greece ne'er b^ld 
More Tiftue on a throne : and, till mad ft£Uoii|i 
Their loyalty unhinged, your people Jcmg, 
In their lov'd priftce, a gracious parent Qwn'<L 
For your aftiAed queen, I hold her ftill 
As pure as truth itfelf. This is, by heaven,. 
Some dark-laid treadiery, the crime of Proc^ 

PcHIANDERy 

Of Erodes^ ^y'ft thou ? Kings may b^ ambitipus ;: 
May, for a fceptre, foar to glorious guilt : 
But can a ibverdgn fink himfelf to bafenels/ 
The ba&neis of alye ? 

L£0NH)A8. 

You know him not: 
Xuil and ambition are not all his crimes — 
But is this time, my Lord, for further talk I 
Think where we are/ I tremble for your life. 
The place is hoftile ground : difcov^xy here 



>^ 
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May find us gat, tho Outrnded round by ii%iic. 
Hence let as By, where I may lodge your grio6 
In fome fiUeMtade-- 

Pbriamose. 
Thou ^ood dd man ! 
rBy heaven* thy matchle^ honefty and troth 
Half reconcile me to di^zace and nun* 
Yet blafhing let me tell thee all my felly — 
Might I bat fee £aryd]ce.<**-Nay ftart not : 
I know 'tis bafe. I know ihe is beneath 
My cooleft (com. I hate atdcnrfe diis weakntffiv 
Yet--«letmefeeher. If Ihe ftill ha4 kept 
Her faith inviolate ; fallen as I am. 
My ruin will be light. If otherwile» 
To know theworft will be 6>h ibothing Cft& 
To this hEfthtH of dotibt. 

Leonidas. 

1 wifhyoo, Sir,^^ 
To weigh the certain peril that attends 
This raih adventure. Should, which heaven averts 
Should Prodes* guards difcover you, oh think 
What mail cnfue ! Think,, m your fete, the queea 
And piince both minM ! 

PSRIANDBR,. 

But my Gemas prompts. 
C6 F^e 
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Fate calls; axidlmufton. No face of danger 

Can be fb dreadful as the vultur-tlioughts 

That gnaw my hcart-ftring». But we both arc fafe. 

The moon withdraws her light : and who will dream 

Of findkig Periander in this ruilbt ? 

This, when the ftorm grew big, I threw around me ; 

That, if I perifh'd then^ my vulgar fate 

Might ever reil unknown ; and Procles ftil! 

Sit trembling on his throne**Bat hark, what ibunds ^ 

L£ONXDAS. 

The Tyrant dius diihonors fortune's favor 
By this mean pomp and trinmj^ — ^Yet 'tis well. 
Now riot rules the hour, and watchful order 
Refigns his poft to diffolute fecurity. 
We now may pais unquefUon'd. Some kind godi 
Precede us, and throw tenfold datkaefi round L 

SCENE m. 

EuRYDicE, alone,. 
O night of ruin, horror, and defpair L 
Walks there beneath thy univerfal ftiadc 
A wretch like me undone ? All ruling gods ! 
Why have i liv'd to this ? Why was my crime 
Vifited on the goild^s h^ ? on him 

For 
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For whom my foal would have met deadf wi&joyf 
What hope remains to miiery like mine ? 
Oh ? I am lofty beyond the hand of heaveir 
To fave me now ! 

SCENE IV. 

EuRYDiCBy Melissa* 
Mbl^ssa* 
ChafteJiiQp guard yon, madam! 
Watching for good Leonidas^ this moment 
I faw the tyrant crols the lower courty 
Attended by his minion : as new rifen 
From the mad midnight's feail ; \^ wanton robe 
Loofe-flowing from behind, and on his head 
A feftal wreathe of rofes ■ » 

EURYDIGB. 

Ah ! he's here« 

SCENE V. 

ProcleSi EuRYDiCBi Mblissa^ Medon^ 

PROCLES. 

Parent of joys ! inipiring god of wine.r 

In whofe gay train the graces with their queen. 

And 
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And witand winning doqctmce are founds 
Come to my aid invok'd !— ^arydice ! 
Bright obje^ of my tows ! Oh quench not thai 
In froidefs tea's thofe eyes, that wont to imile 
With all love's fweetnefs, all his dewy beams» 
Diffiifing liie.aroond thee» 

£URTDICF« 

Hence, thou tyrant 
And leave me to my ibrrows. lUs like mine 
Woidd draw remcii^ and reverence from the iavage>. 
Whom pity never knew. What then art thon ^ 
Whofe bmtal rage adds bittemefi to woe,,. 
And anguifhto the breaking heartf 
Proclbs. 

Tis welL 
Yet h?Br€ a care : my temper but ill brooks 
Upbraiding now. Be wife, and timely feize 
The minute of good fortune, that by me 
Invites thee to be bleft. 

EuRYp^rcp. 
Talk'ftthouofblifs? 
Thou bane of all my h^pinefs ! Caft back>. 
Caft back thy guilty eyes, and view the crimes 
Thy ibulftands charged with! view my bleeding wrongs! 

But 
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£irt heaven; vAom diCRt luift pnmdlf ftt ctmNigktw 
Will call tjbee to a dfeaclfiil teskming^ 

P&OCLJM. 

Not 

The gods and I are friends : they aown my caufe: 
With favor anA facopfs. Be Ihou too ^nine^ 
:And imitate the great example fet thee. 

£VRYI>ICX« 

Thou vain and blind in fbol ! the righteous gocfa^ 
Oft, in jthcir anger, doathc, whom mod they hat^ 
With all the pride of fond pro^enty. 
To smke his €all more taiiUe. 
Paocljj. 

Confu&on! 
SdH wayward and jjerverife! Off then this. tamcMflK, 
Thefe %|k, Owning arte. By all th' impaifV^iitff 
That goads iny fbol, I will not flatter x&ose. 
Know thon art ki my pow«r» and 

Tynnt>4». 
This friendly dagger itts me fne^ 

attempting to flat berfi^^ 

PaOCLES» 

Ha t. what, 
^Hurt woidd thy firantic paffioa ? This is wildnefi, 

Th' 
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Th* extravagance of female wilfulnefi. 
It muft not be : you (hall be gently forc'd 
To live, and to be happy. — ^Slav^ what meana 
Thb rode intruiion ? 

S C E N E VI. 

EvRYDicE, PaocLBSy an Officer, &c» 

Officer. 

What I bring, imports 
My (bvereign's prefent ear. As now I walk'd. 
North of the poftern-gate, my ftation'd round ; 
A ih-anger, lurking there, obTerv'd and fhun'd me«. 
With (eeming inattention on I pafs*d ; 
But inftant rous'd the neareft watch, retum'd^ 
And feiz'd him as he fled. His fallen liience. 
His hands oft raisM to heaven widi eameft aftibn; 
Aflure me, he is of no common note. 

Procles. 
•Tis well. This vigilance deferves our thanks* 
Go, fee him brought before us, . ' 
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SCENE VII. . 

Periander, Eurydice, Procles, &c, 

EuRYDicE, afide. 

Oh ye powers ! 

Periander, afide. 

Ha ! poifen to my eyes ! 

Procles. 

I knew him not. 

He ftems to labor with (bme flonny thought. 

That deeply (hakes luj frame. Who art thou ? fiqr. 

Why at this hour of filence lingering here ? 

Ha ! .^ak^ re/blve m^; or the rack fhall tear 

Confeffion from thy pangs, r 

^ Pbriandbr, a/^e^ 

Fate, thtou haft caoghtOA ! 

But all is equal now. 

to him* 

Behold in me, ■ > 

The man on earth whom thou haft ic^ur'd iooft. ;. 

If guilt can know rcpwfffe, what muft thou fejd . 

At fight of Pcriandcr ?- 

Proclis. . J* 

Periandcr! 

EURVDICE* 
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EuRYDlCfi. 

NoWy nowi •we botk are roinVl. 

PHOCLES. 

Heaven, I thank -thee. 
I formed bat one fupreme^ one crowning wiih. 
And thou haH heard it ! This is more than triumph I 

EURYDICE. 

O! mylov*dLord 

Periander^ 
Thou canft no more betray mew 
For thee, «iy feul flill unfubdu'd androyal, 
Difdains to parte whh diine* 

Trqcles, 

Yet tkou art hUtn 
Beneath my wrath^ the voflal cf my nod, 
To be chaftis*d for nurth. Guards, drag him hence> 
Jknd .plunge him in the dungeon's depth* 
Periandeiu 

Away^ 
Unkingly boafet . Can blind fortune's fmile 
Debafe thee to the cofwardice of infuit ? 
Thy brutal manners well revenge me on thee : 
They fliew thee as thou art— My nobler part, 
Th' immortal mind, thy fury cannot reach : 
Thy whipi and racks can there imprefs no wound* 
A^d'Sox this weary caxcafs in thy power. 
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It Is beneath my care. Leadtomy duiigfOB. 
Chains, icoarges, torture, all that Nature feels. 
Or fears abhorrent, cannot ihock my thought 
Like thy loath'd fight, and that vile WcmianV On. 

SCENE vm. 

EtTRYniciB, Procle«9 MiLissA, Msbov. 

£u&TIUC2« 

My lord, my huftand, flay<«-0 Ji^ar jne: I hrnr mti 
Shame! xagel 6kkaB6onl-^xxii:tfUDiCf^^ 
riLiollovi&faim to deadu 

Aiaeiiia. 

No. Bythejoyi 
That fwell my Ibaiing dioug^t, yoa fliall not icapeae* 
Revenge and love combine to asownthis i4ght 
Wiai|natchk&bli&. 

EURYDXCB. 

Inhuman \ hail thoujeyet^ 
Haft thou a heart? and cannot all this wiick 
Of ruin'd majefty, ruia'd by thee. 
Move one relenting thought, and wake thy pity ? 
He feels not what I iay : repeated crimes 
Have favag'd his remorfelefi &ul. — He^thi^, 
Almighty Jove ! behold,, and judge the caufe 

Of 
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Of Peiiandeir! aumber all his wrongs 
In plagues, in horrors— 

Procles. 
Ha ! by hell, this raying 
But wings his fate. Since thy fond folly weds thee 
To ruin with this rival, know he dies ; ■ 
This very night he dies. Thro him I mean 
To wound thy heart indeed. Thou fhalt behold him 
When the rack ftretches flrong his rending joints, 
Burfts all his veins, and hunts the flying foul 
From limb to limb : then, when convul£ve agony 
Grins hideous in his &ce, mangled and Ueeding, - 
In the laft throes of death, thou ihalt behold himu 

EURYDICE. 

•It is not to be borne ! My life dies in mfe 
At the deftroying thought— Ah Hay thee, Prodes 
Aflift me, pitying Heaven ! — See then, behold me ' 
Thus proftrate at thy feet. If yet thou haft not 
^enounc'd all manhood, feeling, and remorie. 
Spare me his life ; fave only that : all eUe, 
His crown, his throne be thine. 
* Procles. 

. O£F,letmeg0! 
Thy words are loft in air. 

EURYDICE^ 
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EUHYDICE. 

Nay, hear me, Prodes. 
As is thy hope inf heaven's forgiving goodnefs. 
Shut not thy heart againft the cry of mifery. 
Baniih tis any whither ; drive us out 
To fhame, want, beggary* to every woe 
That moil embitters life— I yet will blefi thee. 
Forget my crying wrongs, and own thee mercifttl. 

Pbocles, afide. 
No— yes : it Ihallbc fo. Rife then, and learn 
Thy triumph o'er my fondnefs. He ihalllive. 
This Periander whom 1 deadly hate. 
Nay, more, he fhall be free. Leonidas, 
With fuch fafe condud as thyfelf (halt name. 
Attends him to our kingdom's fartheft limit. 
This, in the fight 6f Jove, I fwear.to do ! . 
So thou at laflr, ivith gcntlel: ekr corifent 
To hear my love — ^Ha! what! and doil thou frowA ? 
Weigh well what I propofe; for on my foul, 
His life^ or death, awaits thy next reiblve. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

EuRYoiCE, Melissa* 

EURYDICE. 

Then, kill me firft — O fccne of matchlcft Woc»l 

O Periander ! wert thou fav'd, for this ? 

Yc holy power* In heaven ! to whom belong* 

The fikte of virtoe, and redrefs of wrongs, 

AM, infpire me, yet to fiive his life : 

Or, to the ruin'd huiband^ join the wife. 



^iie End of the Second M^ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

EuRYDicE, Melissa* 
^Melissa. 
HpHIS chearlefs morning rifes flow and fad. 
^ The frowning heavens are black with ftormy 
And, o'er the deep, a hovering night of fogs [douds ; 
lies dark and motionlefs. 

EURYDICE. 

That moomfbl &ce 
Of Natnre is lefs gloomy than my foul: 
All there is darkneis and difmay. Ah me i 
Was ever night, Meliila, like thehfti 
A night of many terrors, many deaths ! 
How has my foul out-liv'd it? But, great goclsf 
Can mortal Hrength, can human virtue bear 
What Periander feels ? And what can I 
To &ve his iacred life ? 

Ha! is It heaven 
That darts this fudden light into my foitl f 
This glimpfe of dawning hope ?— It ihall tte tfy*d. 
Yes, yes, ye Powers *, my life and feme fliatt both 

• kmeling. 

Be ojSor'd up to fave his dearer life. 

Mel USA 

•• 

2 
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Melissa. 
Alai, what mean yoa, -Madam ? 

EURYDICB. 

Mean/ Meliila f 
To do anoUe juftice on myfelf j 
A deed for which, in nations yet unborn, 
ChaAe wives and matrons ihall renown my name» 
I have wrong'd my hufband greatly, and I mean 
Ample attoAement of my guilty weaknefs. 

Go then, Melifla 

Melissa. 

Whither muft I go f 
I tremble at your words. 

EURYDICE. 

Yet it flicks here. 
This fatal purpofe. Can I leave behind me 
A doubtful name, infulted, wounded, torn 
By cruel calumny ? I can ; I dare 
Throw off the woman, and be deaf to all 
Thofe nicer female fears* that call fo loud. 
Importunate^ and urging me to live 
Till 1 may dear my truth from all fiirmiie. 
Go then, and in my name — 'Tis worfe than death 
To utter it— but go, inform the tyrant. 

So 
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So Pefiandfef lives, arid is &t free, 
I yield me to his wifti.' 

Melissa. 

Forbid it, heaven ! 

Eui^YDICE. , 

Thou faithful friend I know then my laft refolve. 

By this, I meaafome moments to amufe 

His brutal Kopes, and fave me from Jus violence. 

Till Periander is beyond his reach. . 

Then, if he ftill dare urge his impious purpofe. 

Death fets me free from all my wrongs for ever. 

SCENE II. 

i' . 
EURYDICB, LsdNIDAS. 

. EURYDICE. 

Leonidas ! 

Leonidas. 
Ah Madam! . . 

,EURTD1CE. , 

bare I alk 

Where Periander is — ah where indeed ? 
ChainM in a dungeon's airlefs d^pth, amid 

Voi.II. I> Foul 
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Foul damps, and loneibfae darki^efs ! Oh that thought 
DjSLWS blood fiom my itorn heart. 

ItJEONipAS. 

, ^ T .. Jufticc divine 1 

In thy gYcat day of viiitatioji, ^^u^k 
This ixuin of blood, O let him ftel the.haad 
He dares to difbelieve. 

Ere morning-dawn, , 
Soft to the difmal dungeon's ^nooth. I ftole. 
Where, by the glimmerings of a dying lamp. 
My gfeat unhappy mafter I beheld 
Stretch'd on the cold earth's bofom— 

.ElTRXPICE. 

Hide, O hidfi 
Thcfatd image i&om me— - 
^ XfiQNiDAa* 

Yet even there, 
Where paledifinay, the prilbner's drear aflbdate, 
Sits ever fad and jdeeplefs, he could refl. 
Superior to the cruel fate that cru(h'd.him. 
He (lept as deep as indolence on down. 
Thefe eyes beheld it: and I. would not break 
His wiih*d repofe, but, fixM in filent wond^ r» 
;StPod weeping o'er the fight, 

Eunr- 
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EuftYOiCK* 

My fleeting life 
Expires at evpiy word— Bat is there hone. 
No power, the friend of filtering worth* to iave va? 
To turn again thofe hearts eftrang'd from duty, 
.And arm them in their injar'd monarch's caufb? 

LEONinAS. 

If gods there are, which only madnefi qneflions. 
His caofe is theirs : and in their guiding hand. 
Weak inftraments, even I, may yet do much ; 
Tho verging on the fatal edge of life. 
With death's near vale in view. Thus then in brief. 
The people, brought by penitence to pity. 
To fenfe of virtue, gather as by Health : 
And in deaf murmurs vent their brooded ipleen 
To Prodes j vent too their indignant grief 
For Periander's wrongs. This, as I came. 
With joy I learnt. They beg my fpeedieft aid 
Of counfel and concurrence ; how this fort 
May <be recovered, and their king fet free. 

EURYOICB. 

May all the gods, who know diy pious purpofe. 
Reward thee to it's height ! 

D 2 Leo* 
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Leonidas. 

Ofthatnomore* 
Might I bat fee the tyrant, in (oinc hour, 
Sohae guilty hour of riot, while his pride ^ 
Plumes all her vaineft wifhes, hurl'd at once 
To fwift perdition ; all my labors then. 
My counfels all, were greatly overpaid ! 

EtyjiyDicE. 
He comes !— and honor fickens at hfs fight. 

SCENE III. 

Procl^s, Mbdon, Leonidas. 

Pr^cles. 
Leonidas, prepare thyfelf with (peed ; 
Some two hours hence, I (end thee on a bufinefi 
Of much concern, . 

Leonidas. . 
'Tis well, my Lord.— O fatal 
And unexpe£ted chance ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Procle9> Me PON. 

Procles. 

Methinks I droop 
With more than wonted heaviaefi of heart* 
What fliould it mean ?— 'Tis but impatient fondncfi. 
And fancy fick with hope. The haughty fair 
Now meets my wiihes : and, in her, I hope 
That heavfm imagined, that fole bli&» which yei 
My fearch could never find. 

Medok. 

It movetf my wonder 
To fee your love thua wedded to one bofom ; 
While croods of rival-beauties in their may. 
Their freiheil fpring of opening youth and bloom* 
Aflume each foftneis, call up every charm. 
And ally for you alone. 

Procles. 
Alas, my friend> 
Poor 18 the triumph over hearts like thefe : 
This hour they plcafe us, and the next they pall. 
Bat to fubdue the pride that fcoms to yield i 

J) y T(k 



5^ EURYDICE, 

To fill th' unwilling breail with fighs and longingr. 
With all the foftdiftrafUons of fond love. 
Even while it flrives againft th' invading vidor. 
And wonders at the change ; that, that is conquefl I 
The plume of pleafure \ and from her alone 
A glory to be won. 

Medon. 
Well, may you find 
In this proud fair-one \vho enchants you thus, 
V/hate'er imagination's fondeft eye 
Beholds in rapturous vifion ; or young love 
la all his wantonnefs of power can give. 
But yet, forgive your fervant's forward zeal, 
Mean you to keep the promife you have made her ? 

Procles. 
I mean no lefs. 

Medon. 
Your pardon. Sir, 'tis well. 
But have you calmly weigh'd in Reafon's fcalc 
'i he certain confequence ? Set free your rival t 
A foul made furious with his mighty wrongs I 
Boiling with hate, rage, jealoufy, revenge. 
With the fall-gathcr'd llorm of deadly paffions ? 

The 
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The gods forbid it. Sir— And ^ to dry 
A froward woman's tears I 

PaOCLBt. 

^ And yd* my fiit}^ 

|, Is given, to {et him free. By that alone 

Ij Her pride of virtue could be overcome. 

L Medon — He fliall be free !— for I will keep 

\ The vain illufive promife to her ear : 

' And break it to her hope. 

M&D0N. 

1 Say how, my Lord I 

PaOCLBA* 

I Such inbred enmity my ibol bears hk, 

I As Nature bear$ to ruin f to the^rav^ 

Where the whole man defccnds to riie no more. 
' Hear then what I intend. There is a fort, 

I That guards our frontier on the Theban iide. 

That way our foe mull pafs ; but thou (halt firft 
Poft thither on the ipur with wary fpeed : 
And with a chofen bs^nd, from thence drawn forthau 
Way-lay him on the farther hill, dofe couched 
Amid thofe pendant woods of broadeft ihade. 
That hide the path below : . nor let his friend 
Efcape thy ponyatd's aim.. 

D 4 Mbdok^. 
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Medon. 

Conclude it done. 
Sleep ihall not know my eyes, till theirs are clos'd 
In everlafting night. As to his prifon 
I led him forth, and would have footh'd his forrows ; 
Proud and indignant, he repell'd my pity. 
I was, he faid, a tyrai;it's lowefl flave, , 
His parafite, the pandar of his lulls. 
My turn is now : and now I will repay him» 
For each opprobrious name, a mortal flab 1 
Infult and fcorn, embittering every bloWi 
Shall give him ievcnfold death ! 

PROCLES'. 

So— now to try 
His heart's lafTfirmnefs. Go, my truftcd friendi 
Command him hither. 

S C E N E V. 

PaocLift alone. 
No, I cannot bear 
That haugbCy look ctt&, that untamed fpirit. 
They baflemy revenge, and I dill mifs 
My nobleft triumph ; for I meant to bend him - 
To bafe dejediion ; meant to keA my fcorn 



Witt 
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With his pale cheek and fupphcating eye. 
But I will hunt this pride diro each receis, > 

Each maze and doier folding of the foul. 
Till I have found his weaknefs— Jealoofy ! 
Almighty tyrant of the human mind. 
Who canll at will unfettle the calm brain, 
O'ertum the feated heart, and ihake the man 
Thro all his frame with tempeft and diftratton ; 
Rife to my prdent aid ! call up thy powers. 
Thy furious fears, thy blails of dreadful paffion. 
Thy whips, fnakes, mortal ftings, thy hoft of horrors ! 
Koufe thy whole war agai^ him, and compleat . 
My purpos'd vengeance— But he comes to prove it; 

SCENE VI. 

pROCLEs, Pbriander, Medou, Guards, 
Prqcles, advancing. 
I have to talk tvith thee, as man with man ; 
As one, who fenfible to human chatice,' 
Sees, in thy fate, what once may be his own : 
Who wars not with th^ unhappy, but can give 
To fuch a foe his pity. 

. D 5 Pbrx- 
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pBaiAKDER. 

'Tis an alms 
For fouls refembling thine ; I fy\xm it back^ 
He wants no pity, who is bravely wretched; 

Proclbs. 
Confider yet ; thy crown is in my power t 
Thy life depends upon my nod^-— ^ 
Periander. 

And therefore < 
To me 'tis load : but let the Gods, who thus 
Bi^jpenfe thy fate and mine, account for both» 
And vindicate their Juftice ^ 

Pro CLE 9. 

Yet, be calm. 
The noble mind meets every change of fbrtuncj* 
Unruffled and ierene. I, tho thy foe,. 
Perhaps intend thee good— 

Periander* 

Such good, the tyger> 
Hungry for blood, intendshis mattered prey ! 
But know, my heart receives, with equal fcom>. 
Thy hate and hollow love. I am not fallen^ 
By thy fnperior fword or braver deed : 
It was the guilt of fate! 

PR0CtBS% 
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pROCLE9.» 

Tluu fate is flill 
My faSefl friend : an() 1 caa grant :iivimQv!d 
Full licence to thy railing. All tboa iiail been^ 
All thou canft wifh ; thy throne, thy freedom, all- 
Hang on my nod« 

PcRlAirDBR* 

Ha! doft thou boaH of chat- 
Bat dion wilt never know, how poor a purchaie. 
I» empire gainM, for faith and honor loft I 

PROCliES. 

Succeis alone is honor : and applaoie 

Waits ever in his train. My anions all 

Are vindicated in. th' approving homage 

Of crouds, that kneel around and hail my n^e T 

Feriano&r.. 
Thy heart, even then, even inthat flattered moment^, 
Diflents within i and loudly gives the ly 
To all this adnlatfon at thy feet; 
Guilt knows ibt happinefs*. By a lcihg*5 honor ! 
Not univerfal ride fhould bribe, my foul 
To change her fate for thine ! 
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PROCLES. 

And yet the diiTcrencc 
Is plain to fee. Thy virtue and thefe bonds 
I weigh, in even fcale, againft the crown 
And fceptre of fair Corinth. Yes, while thefe, 
Th' exalted aim of each great heart that dares ' 
Beyond the narrow fcope of earth-born fpirits. 
While thefe are mine, I envy not thy tribe 
A foun^!, an emp)y name. 

Periander. 

The m*^ is fallen : 
And thou appear'ft thyfelf. It joys my foul 
To find the man, who bears me mortal hate. 
At war too with the gods ! *Tis full revenge ! 
But fpeak thy glorious a6ls. Thou hafl undone - 
A woman— and a vileone f Yes, ye Powers ! 
This hero, this fair warrior, well deferv'd 
To fill my vac^t feat : he won it nobly ! 
Difiembling, peijury, the coward's grtos*-* 
With thcfis. Tie fought his virtuous way to empire 1 
Thou feefl I know thee. 

^ pROCLES. « 

Sofli thou preach to me 
T'he pedant-maxims of philofophers ? 

8 Slaves^ 
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Slaves, who to ihades and ibiitude condemnM^ 

Pine there with all-fhun'd penary and (corn f 

Souls of fuperior order, plac'd beyond 

Their little fphere, move on in larger orbs. 

Againft a foe, my deadly banc — and foch 

I held thee ever — force and fraud alike 

Are lawfully employed. As I have won, 

I mean to weiar thy crown. Thou may'ft the while9 

If I vouchfafc thee freedom, court retreat 

In fbme vile cell ; and there grow poorly old. 

Amid the talking tribe of moralifts. 

Periander. 
Thro this falfe face of arrogance, I read 
Thy heart of real terror and difinay. 
Hence, all thefe coward-boafts. The truly brave,! 
Invincible to fortune's frown or flattery. 
Know neither fear nor infult— But I would not. 
As thou furmizeft, dream out ufelefs life 
In floth's unadlive couch : and tho I fhun 
Thy fliameful road to conquefl j glory flill. 
That glory which from noble deeds takes birth. 
Has be^n my fairpurfuit; the polar dar, 
To guide my life's wide ^ourfe in war and peace ! 
In war, when honor led me to the field. 

Greatly 
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Greatly to triumph, or as greatly fall ! 
In peace, to rule with mercy as with jdlice». 
And, on their duty, build my people's blifs!-* - 
But why this talk to thee ? — I am to blame : 
Tis what the honeft ear alone can tafte. 

PnoeLEs. 
Mine thou wilt find more open, than thy v^a 
And haughty chder would — for my foul longs 
To prove thy higheft daring ! and to meet thee 
Amid the diaand peril of the battle I 
Thy life is in thy hand : thou art no more. 
Our prifoner. This moment fets thee free. 

Periakoer. 
How ! but thou dar*!! not — Could I find thee there l. 
In open day, and honorable arms ! 
Oppoiing war to war, as monarchs fhould !: 
That our embatded legions, front to front,. 
While we betwixt them met, might judging fee 
Whoie fword, with keener edge, defcending fell ! 
Who beft could earn the lawrel-wreathe of fame ! — 
For thax wifh'd hour, I could forgive thee all ; 
My throne ufurp'd, thefe flave-like bonds, the fhame 
I have endur'd — but hopes like thefe are vain ! 
The fears that haunt thy foul-— 

Froclss^^ 
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Froclbs. 

Strike off his chains.. 
Hafte^find Leonidas.. Bid him prepare 
To gaard the prifoner to our kingdomfs frontier r 
There, leave him at fuU> liberty, to fhape 
. Hb fotnre courfe. 

Pbrianoer* 
Dares guilt then be fo brave ?r 
Procles. 
Go ; fee my orders inifamtly pezformed* 

Medon and guards retire^ 

Periander. 

Ah heaven •—Say, ipeak; haft thou put off thy natare. 

The tyrant's jealous cruelty, for one, * 4fi^* 

Who loathes all obligation—— 

Frocles. 

Well it may 
Surprize thy foul; 'twas what I never meant thee*. 
But that fond woman, who fubdues wtf heart 
To all her wifhes, and ftill pitys thee. 
By idle blandifhments extorted from me 
A folemn vow, to fend thee hence- 

Fsitxr 
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PSRIANDBt. 

Confufion !— 
Hear this, ye powers of vengeance ! — ^Villain ! ilave ! 
What thee! perdition! thee! — Ocarfe! 
Procles. 

'Tij dcme ! 
And he fhall fee her, while this fury blinds him : 
They meet no moie on earth ! 

SCENE VII. 

PERiANDJiRy alone. 

See this, juit gods ! 
My foe and yours, the man who bids defiance 
To all heaven^s laws, fins on without reproof! 
Nay triumphs in his guilt ! and She, yes She 
Hath join'd his triumph o*er me ! — Shall I call 
Your thunder on their heads ? or are it's bolts 
Stor'd up for me ? refenr'd, to ftrike no crimes 
But mine alone ? O be it fo : I bow 
My will to yours, I here confefs your Juftice, 
With equal horror of my felf, and her 
Who caus'd my crime, and is it's puniflimentl 
Thus then, I tear her from my breaft — She comes ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Periandbr, Evrtdice. 
eurydice* 
He mxA not know my hearf s determin'd purpofe ; 
That I am £x'd to dy. after a fet^i» 

O Periander !— 
And is it thua we meet again---- 
Psriandsr. 

Behold! 
She comes preparM— By hell I flie weeps a ly I 

EVRYDiCB. 

t> now, ye powers- that piiy human woeti 
Aid and iufphw me l*^ir*»Ah h that name^ 
Coldly rerpeftful, for a feene like this ? 
You tarn away ; your eyes with loathing ikun 
This wretch, whofe (hameful fbars drew after them 
The total ruin that involves ns both ! 
That guile is mine f Why did I flirink at danger t 
At inftant fate in view ? Why not endure 
All pangs, all horrors of befieging famine ? 
Alas ! my Lord — But O your impious fubjefts, 
Tq what have they reduc'd us I 

Pbrn 
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Perxander. I 

No>, not they: 
Betrayer ! thou alone haft made xne wretched. 
Difloyalty in them was common guilt : 
They were not trufted with a monarches honor ! 
That gem of dearefl price was in thy keeping ; 
Was lodg'd with none but thee — And now, where iiiil 
O death to glory ! thou haft funk my name 
Into a proverb of reproach ( a word 
For ribbald-fcorih to mock at ! 

EURYDICB. 

Odireerrorr 
By holy faith 1 1 never was diiloyat. 
Difeafe and. death ihock not my apprehenfioa 
Like this imputed guilt — I dare no more. 
But haile, my Lord, fly from this fatal fpot ! 

fave your life, while yet 'tis in your power !. 

Periandbr. 
And haft thou vilely bartered, for that life. 
Thy truth, and my fair fame ? By yon bleft heavcnt 

1 could have borne dl woes that wretchednefs 
Groans under, age„ aftlidion, pining anguifh : 
iVnd borne them like a man. I could have fmil^d. 
At fortim^'s keenefi rancor — But to know 

My 
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My heart deceivM in thee !— there> there I fink ! 
There, manhood, reaibn die ! 

EVRYOICE. 

What are, ye powers f 
The fcourges, tortures, alt that cruelty 
Hath yet contrived— what are they all to this ? 
This infamy that kills the foul itfelf ? 
But I will rife beyond my (ex's weaknefi. 
True glory bids : and here, at her item altar,. 
My truth, my fame, what moft enobles life* 
I offer up with joy. — Lofe not a thought 
On me. Yoar dearer life employs me whole. 
Prcferve it : fly, O fly, while yet you may. 
For ihould the tyrant his fworn faith recall,. 
We then— >were both undone ! 

FfiRIAUDBRi. 

And thou can(t weep^ 
Theie tears are daggers here. Their fource is known*. 
I read thy heart thro all it's fl^dy'd falfehood. 
Thou haft difhonorM, ruin'd me : and now 
I cannot go too fbon ! — It has been thus 
Thro all recorded time I the fight of him,. 
Of tha( fond wretch who trufts and is.betray'd^ 
Is %o the bafe betrayer ever hateful I 
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O hard to bear !— But what are life and feme. 
To laving him I 

Periander. 
I go — ^A whirlwind's wind 
Were flow to fnatch me hence-Yet fey, fpeak, tell me. 

How have I merited this fhameful fate ? 
What was my crime ? Can all-beftowing love 
Bo more, than mine for thee ?-.Whcn I a|ll back 
The days that are no more— thou wert my fum 
. O^happinefi! Mydoatingfondnefsluir4 
It's hopes, it's fears, it's wiflies in thy bofom I 

earth and heaven !— and yet— Eiuydicc t— 
Thou coul^'fl betray me ! 

EuRYDICB. 

O this i& too much. 

1 would have dy'd— that heaven and earth can tell~ 
To fave thy life— But we will perifh both !— 
Thy tears diibaa; me— I will tell thee all ! 

Pbriander, 
Am I a king ? a man ?-Tis moft ignoble 
To be thus ihook with paffion. 

EURY- 
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EURTDICB. 

Hear, my Lord-« 
Let me ailail t!iy heartily what on earth 
Can touch it mofl — O, by the honor'd nacoe 
Of thy great father I by the iacred urn 
That holds his deeping dull ! which thefe (ad cyes^ 
In thy mourned abfence, with true tears bedew'd ! 
Yet hear me fpeak-^— — 

Periander. 

What has thy frenzy utter'd? 
Thy words have rous'dyhave arm'd with all her ihaket 
The fury, confcience I^ryes, fhe darts them all 
Thro my dung bofbm — And my father too— 
Lo ! fee ! methinks, from death's eterflid night. 
His awful fhade afcends ! That look fevere, . 
That fpeaking frown upbraids my breach of faith^ 
My violated vow ! and points at thee. 
The fole, th' accurfed canfe of all my guilt ! 
It is enough-r-Retum, O gracious form, 
Return to reft ! that guilt fhall be aCtoif*d« 
Before thy Manes here, ahd in the fight 
Of all-beholding Jove! I thas abjure. 
Abandon, caft her from my foul for ever ! 

EURT* 
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EURYDICB, 

It muft not, fhall not be. By our paft loves ! 
By the dear pledge of our unfully'd flames 1 
Grant me a moment, this 1^ moment's pity. 
Here will I bang, grow to thy knees — Yes, ipumme. 
Drag this bare bleeding bofom on the ground ; 
Yes, treat me as the viled flave — but hear me ! 

Periander. 
Away, away-—* Ah heaven, what new alarm ? 

* trumpets fottndm 
• Again I— I am the (port of fortune ' »■ 

S C E N E IX. 

Periander, Eurydice. 

Mtdon at the bead of one farty^ twbo carry the 

^tuenaways Leomdas at the bead of another 

who remove the king, 

Medon. 

Fly; 

Secure the queen. 

E.URYDICIU 

My Lord — ^farewel for ever J 

PERIANDER. 

Thou too, Leonidas ? Nay then» « ' ■ 

4 SCENE 
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. ^ S C E- N E X. 

LBONibiW3».doiie. 

.: He iees not 
Idy fteret fintlr-Bat, O ye pov^ers wiio rale 
The fate of empires ! now a monarch aid $ 
Now bleis his anns, and teach mankind to know« 
That fovereign Jufiice (ways the world below J 



•^ie End of the Third AEt^ 
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A C T IV. SCENE I. 

EuitYiiic^^ Melissa. 

EtTRYDICE. 

Whatnajr this meaif ? the gtotsA^ band of roffiaiij 
That bore me haioe^ all fled, 1 know not faot^. 
Andhark ! no fotdid, no bteidi of hmnan voice; > 
Bnt dunib and death*like Mlnefs reigns around. 
And now Uruck fancy peoples the lone void 
With fears of horrid form — But what can fate ? 
What can the wrath of all the gods inflid . 
Beyond what I have known ? 

Melissa. 

My gracious Miftrefi, 
This awful moment is perhaps the cri^ 
Of all your future life. Leonidas 
In hafte bore hence the king, moft fure to fave him 
From his dire foe : or at the people's head 
Once more to place their fovereign, and reflore 
You to your former ftatc. 

EURYDICE. 

All othcrwifc 
My t!i<>iights forebode — ^I know his heart is fliut^ 
For ever fliut againft the voice of love. 

What 
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^^OlTbat thfsturesQains to hope ? This fort perb^ps^ 
My fplendid ptiibn : here to wear Qut lUe> 
Forgot, or ihon'dy unpity'd, or unknowA. 
And dare I live with public infamy ? 
A theme of ftornfor man's licendoiis talk ? 
For woman's cruel pity ? In that thought. 
Death's keenefl dart has ftabM my fool already 
And what comes after is not worth my fear. 

Melissa. 
O no : juft.heaveh, that fees year injiocence. 
Has yet in ftore — ^Ah whence thefc fliputs? — ^BeholJ, 
Hafte in each ftep and fear in every eye. 
What crouds are this way flying ! 

EURYDICB^ 

Can it be? 
Will fortune fmile at laft ? By all my hopes. 
They are the tyrant's friends ! Meliila, fee. 
Their broken numbers to the fortrefs bend. 

Melissa. 
And now, with eager fpeed they climb th*afcent 
That winding leads to us. 

EURYDICE. 

But who is He, 
That like the god of war flames foremoft yonder ? 
See his ftvord lighten, and the foe fly fcattering 
Vol. II. B p^^ 
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From his tempeftuous arm ! — Ha — yes — O heaven ! 

*Tis he, 'tis he himfelf, *tis Periander ! 

O miracle ! He looks again a monarch. 

Dreadfully glorious. Throw, ye powers! yourihield 

Of providence before him ; think on all 

His caufelefs wrongs, and do him juftice now. 

Melissa. 
Ah ! Prodes comes. 

SCENE II. 

PaocLKs followed by a party of his guards, 
EuRYDiCE, Melissa. 
Procles. 
Confufion ! all is loft. 
That traitor has undone me : and thofe flaves. 
The falfe Corinthians, join my mortal foe. 
Of hope abandon'd, and the gods averfe. 
What now remains ? — ^The queen ! by heaven, *tis well : 
Their boaHed triumph is not yet complete. 
Yes, fhe is mine ; and I am conqueror fUU ! 
• You, bear this woman thro the poftem gate 

* to one party. 
J)own to the fouthem ihore : I fail this moment 
For Epidaurus. * Yoi%. the while make head 

f to another » 
Againft 
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Againft the near purTuit, and bar H's progrefi 
Till fhe is fafe. This is my laft great Ibke, 
Of dearer price than vidtory. Away. 

EUHYDICE. 

No, Tyrant : I will die firft. Off, bafc flavcs ! 
Dare earth-bom peafants with imhallowM touch 
Thus violate themajelly of kings ? 

SCENE III. 

EURYDICE, PrOCLES, MeDON, &C. 

Medon. 
Undone ! undone ! The poftern-gatc is feizM, 
That curil Lconidas 

Procles. 

Ha! fay'i! thou, Medon? 
Medon. 
By hell, oat foes furround as on each hand. 
We are^aken in the toil. 

Procles. 

Unequal powers ! 
And have you then deceiv'd me ? rais'd me high 
With traiterous kindnefs, but to plunge me deeper ' 
In this abyfs of ruin ? Does the man. 
Whom late my foot could fpurn, behold my Fall ? 

£ 2 And 
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And fall I tbus ? siy.gneat ambition dafii*d ? 
My love unlacisfy'd ? Shall he yet revel 
In her fond arms> and hear her carie my name ? 
No : fpite of heaven my nun ihall be glorioos, 
A pomp of horr<9rs. I will make this day 
For ever mournfUl to his aking heart. 
Yes, he ihall weep in blood amid the ihouts 
Of vidtory. One blow deftroys his triumph. 
And levels him at once tamy^deibnidion. * 

* be draws a dagger x 

EORYDICE.J 

Strike, tyrant, and compleat thy monfh-ous crimes. 
See, thou pale coward; fee a woman braves 
Thy guilty dagger's point. 

Procles. 

Some power unfeen 
Arreds my lifted arm ! and death-cold dews 
Of fhivering horror creep all o'er my frame ! 
But fhall I lofe this moment ? No, my heart ! 
Be flrongly barr'd againft all tender feelings ; 
Againft all warnings of thy hoftile gods. 
»Tis done 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

PoLYooRE, Leonid A89 Eurydice, Proclbs^ 
Soldiers* 

PcML YDORE, ffifi^ng hock Proclis 
nfjitb his land. 

Aflaflin^ no* * Seize, and diilarm him: 
* to his/olditrs* 
A lijfe fo pretiotts is all heaven's concem». 
My mother! 

EURYDICB. 

O my fan ! 

POLYDORE* 

Tranljportingjoyl 
EuiuYixiaB* 
O edbcy I and do I fee thy hut ? 
And' do I hold' thee in my trembling arms ? 
Thou darling of my love ! thoa early heroe ! 
Otbottha^fav^dnsaltf 

POLYDORB* 

This, this is triumpbf 
And I can alk of bounteous heaven no more. 
Was ever joy fo full ? This fceMe arm, 
O pride to think ! has favM the facred live* 
From whom I drew my own. 

E 5 EURY- 



7« EURYD.ICE. 

EuRYDICE. 

And is this poffible ? 
What fliall I fay ? — ^Bat language all is poor. 
To fpeak the ibft effiiiions of my ibul. 

Polydore \ did ever parents know 
Such transports as do thine ! Did ever (on 
Deierve &> well of parents ? 

Proclbs. 

Furies part them ! 
This fight is heU*s worfl pains f 

EURYDICE, 

Leonidas ! 

1 faw thee not before ; indeed I could noi : 
My eyes» my foul were £x'd fo full on him — 
But fay, redouble this day's blifs, and fiiy. 
Whence this amazing change. 

Polydore. 

Our fleet's one half. 
Yet fafe in port, rode out the fearful florm. 
7 hen fail'd at eve, fuch was the king's command : 
And ere afcending mom unveil'd the fky, 
Led by heaven's guiding hand, iecurely made 
The wifh'd-for land. 

Leonidas. 

There, of his father^s fate 
Infonn'd 
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Jnform'd by me, this gallant royal youth. 

No moment loft, pour'd forth his eager troops : 

And at their head, fwift as heaven's darted fire. 

Summoned at once and ihook the walls of Corinth -^ 

Which open'd wide her arms to take him in* 

His fortune (peaks- the reft. 

EuftYDICE. 

'Tis wonderous all ! 
What god preferv'd the king f 

LfiONIDAS. 

Struck with defpair^ 
The tyrant had to preient death devoted 
His facred head. I counfeFd, and prevaU'd— 
Piodes ftill thought me his — in bonds to hold him 
As our fure pledge of fafcty, ihould fuccefs 
Defert our arms. The following moment faw him 
Free fix>m his chains, and fbremoft in the fight—- 
And hark I thefe joyous ftrains proclaim his triumph* 

EURYDICB. 

Retire, my fon; I would not meet him here. 



E4 SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Periander attended^ LcdNiDAs, Aristok* 

pROCLESy Me DON. 

Periander afide. 
She flies -^ but hence that thought At length, thott 
tyrant,* 

* advancing towards Fiocle^^ 
At length the meafure of thy crimes is full. 
Thy high-ptum'd pride lies humbled in theduft ; 
And ^wful Jttftice conies; ztrzfd in teatm 
To make enquiry for the gnHt that fwells 
Thy black account— BUt I wiU check my haurf^ 
Nor learn of thee CO tntaaf ho*cf the Men« 
Bearhini to prison* 

Proclss. 

Yet;, I willbefifee. 
And foon beyond thy power. Knowing the worfl;^ 
I laugh at all to come. 

Periander to Medon. 

For thee, thou vile on^ 
Thou pander to thy mailer's lufls, thou fycophant — 
The mol!: pernicious prefent angry heaven 
Can make to princes whom it means to blind^ 
And ruin beyond mercy'*- thy jufl doom 

I» 
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Isnift%QI. S^om this fl^^iato the ftieeti. 
The furious p^^le^ whom his earth-born pride 
Has trampled ea,. and numefdns rapines beggac'd^ 
Will £nd tV 0]|^(i9br out^ and as they tear 
His guilty lixnks» tivuak all their wrongs o'erpaid^ 

S C fe N E VI. 

PeRIANS£R» lrK#NIQA8> AftlSTON. 

Perianber. 

LeooidaSy my father and preferver. 

Rife to my grateful anus. The joy that fmiles- 

Upon thy brow adds brightnefs to the monu 

This wonderous revolution o£ my fate. 

That gives me greatly back my crown and nam^ 

RejcMces me yet lefi, than that I owe 

The gift to tiiee- 

LsoNroAS. 

QftcrcdSh-, fbrbfear. 

The tranfpcMt to befedd you thus again 

Is dear rewacd. Now your old iqian c^n by 

He has not liv'd in vain. Ye bounteous powers t 

Difinifs me now in peace ; Sot I han^ Aea 

Mymafterbleil! 

Peri^ni^er*. 

Nq recompence caa cqnat 

£ j Sudi 
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Such matchlers goodnefs. Bat I wHl repay Aee 

A way more pleaiing to a fovl like> thine ; 

By running itiU in debt to all thy vlrtnts. 

Thou know*ft th* unhappy, envy'd ftate of kings j 

How perilous the height fb near to heaven r 

All round is precipice I Be near me fBU^ 

Be (till my guide, and fave me from the fhareft 

That thus befet mie ; fave me from myfelf.. 

Lkonidas. 
My heart can only anfwer at my eyes. 
In tears of Joy and wonder — ^But, my Lord'-^ 
O may I dare to fay — another care 
Pemauds your prefent thought. 

PlJRIANDEIL. 

Ha!— •Yes, my friend^ 
• to him*. 
Of that we'll taUc anon ; butnowlwifh. 
An hour of privacy.— Arifton,. flay 

SCENE VIL 

Periandbr, Ariston. 
Perianoer. 
TI.us far I have reprefsM the ilorm within ;- 
Held down k^s furious heavings : but they novv 

ShaB 
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ShaOH hsLVc full flow. I am once more a king ; 
My foe is in my hand, and breathes this air 
But till I doom him dead : yet is not he 
So curfly fo ruin'd as his conqueror I 

Ariston. 
What do I hear, my Lord ? 

Periandbr* 

Ah! goodAridon, 
The horrors of thy tale were true. She has. 
She has betray'd me ! 

Ariston. 
Since the queen is faHeff^ 

There is no truft in woman 

Pkriander. 

Nor no hope 
For wretched Periander. Not the grave" 
Can hide me now from fcom : not length of dayst 
Will wear out this. O never-dying ihame ! 
Worlds yet unfound will hear it : and whereW 
The guilty tale is told, my fate will raiie 
Safe mirth,, or ba&r pity. 

Ariston^* 

Could the queen 
5loop to a thought of Prodes ? Falfe fond fex f 

E. & Unfix'd 
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Unfixed by i^m, ev^r ^ioAirmg w3d^ 
As fancy \Wiids, ft&ta My Oh td'My^ 
From vanity to vlcei. My giradous Lonij^ 
She is beneath youf anger. Gaft her otit 
From all youi- foul, and be yodrfelf again. 
-Refumc that reafon. — - 

Periander. 

Say'li thou ? Ah, can reafoa 
Arreft the whirlwind's wing ? or quoncii the fbreH^ 
Struck by the hand of Jove, when all its woods 
In one broad conflagration blaze to heaven ? 
'Tis reafbn makes me wretched ; for it tells me 
How fhameful this mad conflidl of my pailions ; 
But does that fHU their uproar ? Here, Ariflon^ 
Works the wild florm that reafon cannot calm. 
ImuA, Iwillhaveeaie. 

Ariston. 
You may : but ok I 
The remedy is dreadful, and will give yoa 
Swoonings and mortal agonies. I tremble 
To mention it ; but fueh yoiif ibul's de^p inflladyj, 
No gentler cure can bring the JtealtH ycm vWlrt. 
Herdeadh, myLord-^— ^ 

t^ERlAM^DER. 

Ha i d^^-^^-^-Hiy ibttl QtiktksbsOk 

t 'Froia 
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From tilat dirtf imtge* Hon/! fot ever lok hm I 
My qaeen ! my wife I behold thofir eyes no jopre 
That were the light of mine ! no longer hear 
That voice whofe every found was harmony t 
Of power to foothe tnmultopus mge^ and heal 
The wounded heart of aogiuih— ^^-Can it be ? 
mifery I why, why i$ this ? 
Armton* 

Alas! 
Yon love her ftiH, my Lord, and know it not» 

Periandbr. 
Ye Gods, why am I thus ? driven to and fro 
By every blarf that blows ? — ^It is too true. 
A traiterous foftnefs fteals o'er my juft rage^ 
And melts me to the dotage of low pity. 

diou mean heart ! Js Ihe not falfe ? And {, 
Shall I fit down with tame diihonor ? take 
Pollution to my arms ? grow vilely old» 

A tale for drunkards in their wine ? the mirth 
Of midnight libertines, when they recount 
Their triumphs o'er bafe women ? No : fiie dies» 

1 tear her from my breaft, tho the life-flream 
Should'iilue with Eer. Hear me then, Arifton^ 
Do thou prepare a feaet draught of deaths 

Of 
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Of power moftfwift and baneful; zsxdbtfcsdf 
Upon my fatal fommons. 

Ariston. 

Spare me^ Sir, 
I like not this employ. 

Periamder* 
It muil be thine. 
I have no friend in whom to troll but diee : 
And ihe fhall die — ^Bnt think'fl: thou, good Arifton^ 
1 ihould not hear her firf! ? 

Aristont. 

Hear her, my Lord ? 
Would you then have her live ? 
Periavoer. 

No; weremyfatt 
Involved in hers, (he ihould not Bve. ButfHIl 
Something within me crys that I ihould hear hei:;. 
Cjin it be love ?— Ono : ^tis my revenge. 
All direful now, that would enjoy her tears,. 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her new 
And added perjuries : then fink her down 
To the dark world, with all her criimes upon her ! 

Ariston. 
Yoa fee not, Sir, the perils of that meetings. 
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Is your heart proof againil the powerful duni 
Of beaaty foften*d into fighs, and melting 
With the mild languor of imploring eyes. 
More winning now, and ihedding gentler beams. 
Thro ihowers of forraw. Think you here befaoli 
The kneeling charmer lovely in her tears. 
Pleading for pity, finking at your fec^ 
And dying by your fix)wn^ 

Periander. 

Art thou my friend ? 
O mercilefs ! why doft thou raiie before me 
This fatal image ? 'Tis not to be borne. 
My bfain turns {ound with madneis. O ye powers I 
Why am I not at quiet ? Why is life 
Forc'd on the wretch who ftrongly begs to diCft 
In bittemefs of ibul ? who afks no more 
But the graves ihade and fil^ice^ there at laA 
Toileepforeverj namelefiandftirgotteni^ 

Ariston. 
Alas for pity! I will talk no more 
On this dilh:eisful theme. 

Periander. 
AriAon, flay. 
In ^ite of tears, of all this fond diftradioa 
It ihall he done^ A king may live unbleft i 



Bbi 
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But not mtk lofi of kondt vamftii^i. 
'Twas mad to dunk of this* i wiU not tgnSt 
My eyes agaM tile Whdicraft of her c&aniiSi. 
Then fIntfBdn all thy ^enrnt^, O my (bal I 
Since thy fed dxoke Is nrifery, or Ihame, 
Now dare tabe unhappy. Hear me, gOcfe^ 
You that attend the diafb^ eonflubkl bed f 
Thoa flygian Jove ! and all ye powers inlenial t 
Behold, I kneel as in your arwfo] prefence. 
By thatkiviAbk> that dreaded lake, 
Th' krevoeable dach that Wnds even yoii> 
Here I pronounce, and iealher doom of de^iu 

SCENE VUI. 

BuRTDrC^, PcRTANDBk^ ArISTOK. 

Eurydice kneelrt^ Periantftr, nvh fffhr looking on ber^ 
fom tim ^nikk mctipn^ bnaks^ mjH^ nmthout fpo^hig^ 

Et^RYBicB alens. 
Not hear me ! not vooehTafe me one poor word f 
*Tis hard indeed. 'The wretch of many dimes, 

^rljbtg. 
Whom mercy dares not fkve, has gentler ufege : 
And his flern judge is lefs fevere than mine. 
Not hear mc— then I know my doom^is fix'd* 

Aad. 
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And fhall I Hay to hear the foul fumuzes 

Th^ fininil taunts, the falfe upbraiding pity^ 

The keen revilings, that muft niher in 

My public fentence ? Can there be in death 

Such pangs? fuch piercing agonies ? Impoffibltt 

Death is repofe and calm, is ibft elyiium 

To thoughts like theie. I will prevent their triumph* 

And (ave myielf this ihame. 'Tis but to loie 

A few unhappy moments ; 'tis to reft 

The iboner from my cares ; to feel no more 

The bittemefs of mifcry and infult 

That bait my weary fouL Then it is fix'd. 

Spite of the woman, no fond tear ffiaH Qdw^ 

No figh arifey the coward-ftx to ihew« 

When life is ffiame, and glorious freedom nigh^ 

A Grecian and a Queen muft dare to die^ 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

Periander nvalktKg difordered^ Le o n i d a s folloiuing* 
Leonidas. 

OMy lov'd matter ! have I liv*d to fee 
This fight of woe ? Alas ! is this to conquer ?• 
Arc diefe the fruits of vidory ? 
Psriander. 

Away, 
Why nam'ft thou vidlory to me, a flave 
Subdu'd and tyranniz'd by his worft foes. 
His unrelenting pafiions ? Talk of ruin. 
And I will hear thee : talk of hopelefs mifery ; * 
No other ttrain befits thy matter's triumph. 

Leonidas. 
This is the language of fupreme diftrefs. 
Impatient of itfelf. My gracious Lord, 
Forgive an old man's talk, who would this moment^ 
Might his poor life bring back your peace of mind» 

With joy refign it. 

Periandbr. 

That were to bring back 

The darted fun-beam I to recal the flight 

Of unretuming time ! O no : my foul 

Has bid the laft farewell to happine(s» 

To 
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To hope itfelf. And yet I thank thy love. 
Indeed I do : but leave me for a while. 
I would be private. 

Lbonidas. 
Sir, I dare not leave you ■ 
Forgive thefe tears — 1 dare not leave you thus 
At variance with yourfelf. I read too plain 
The fatal thought that wakens in your boibm. 

P£RIANO£R. 

And would'ft thou have me live this abjed thing ? 
This (lave of folly ? For I tell thee bluihing. 
With fhame and ftrong abhorrence of rayfelf, 
I cannot tear that woman from my foul, 
Falfe, faithlefs as Ihe is— Then J will die. 
That juit revenge is fUll within my power* 

Leonidas. 
O Jealoufy ! thou mercilefi deflroyer. 
More cruel than the grave I what ravages 
Docs thy wild war make in the nobleft bofoms ! 
Too long, my Lord, you liften to the whifpers 
Of that domellic foe, that bofom-traitor. 
For mercy's fake, dirow not away fo raihly 
The jewel of your foul. Some unfeen error 
Mif-leads you from the truth, and ruins her. 
Grant her a moment's audience. 

Pbri- 
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Periandbk, 

I have fworn. 
That fhelhall die. 

Leonidas. 
Is then her facred life 
Of fo fmsll price, to caft her thus away 
With blind precipilance ? Your queen> my Lord ! 
The faireft fbrm> the moSc exalted mifid ! 
Once (b ador'd and lov'd ! to wh<»n your foul 
Still cleaves with fondnefs I Can yoa give her up» 
The mother of your darlmg Pdydore^ 
Unheard, ontry'd, to death and iaffuHy ^ 

Can you do this ? 

Periander. 

Othou! whoie eye beholds 

And pity*s the fiail heart of erring man. 

Ruler of heaven and earth 1 or fUll thefe paflion% 

That rage in tempeft here : or ftrike in mercy* 

And free me from my pain. — ^What can I do ? 

My iblemn vow is gone up to high heaven : 

And would'ft thou have me break it ? 

Leonidas. 

That rafh oath 

Nor does, nor ought to bind. The gods refufe it. 

Should you, too late, discover Ihe is wrong'd-^— • 

Think on it well— O what a life of hoiTors 

Muft 
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Muft be yourfate ! I tremble but to name them. 

The {ad and filent meltings of vain ibrrow ! 

The thorn of keen remorfe ! the fHng of love, 

Inflam'd by fond refledion, hourly fighing 

For v^t he never, ncverhopes to find ! 

With thefe, late-Coming, but no imoire to kare jrott, 

De^air accurft !— iDread&l iboiety ! 

Yet fuch willrfhare your day and night, and haunt 

Your court, your throne, your ibliUufe, your couch* 

Alas! n^ylord! 

Pbriandeh. 
What means thy cruel friendship ? 
Why ipread before iny %ht tlus map of woe, 
Of life-long wretchednefs ? for this admits 
No ihorter date !--rYet, by my fiml^s firong angmfbi 
I would m^ft gtellyUot o«t &om my thoughts 
All memmyof pNifttine: I fit would qneftioa 
The wak^g. evidamce of every ienfe. 
To give her back idbat vlme, thofe ^ bmns 
That fhooe on our £rft loves. Then was I hktt 
Beyond the race of men ! belov'd and loving. 
Honored and happy \ and my name as odor 
BeurM forth, and fareatbii^g fidhaeis all around ! 
Oday&oCdear^^y^! that I cpujkl fix 

For 
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For ever there, and think no fardier on. 
I will ifpoffiblc. 

Leonidas. 
O happy change ! 
Confirm this gentle purpofe, favoring.heaven ! 
i fly to bring her hither. 

Feriandsr. 

Stay thee yet. 
I would refolve, bat cannot. Love and rage 
By tarns afTail me : melt me now to mercy ; 
Now roafe me to diftra£Uon— O my heart 1 

Leonidas* 
Then punifh the fole fource of all yoar pangs. 
On the great criminal, on Procles' head 
Diicharge the fulnefs of a righteous vengeance. 
And juftify the gods. Let the rack tear 
The traitor's limbs : and as he howls with anguiih. 
Force from his lip's confeflion of the lies. 
The dark and whiiper'd falfehoods, that were meant 
To ruin your good queen, and torture you. 

Periander. 
What haft thou done ? O that detefted name ! 
Thou know'il not half my madnefs — that curft name 
Has fet my brain on blaze, and call'd up there 
Ten thoufand fttries> Hell! haft thou not heard 

What 
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What ihame and {com, what vilenefs and confufion. 
He heap'd upon my head — and ihe the caufe ! 

SCENE II. 

POLTDORE, PeRIAMDER, LeONIDAS. 

Periander. 
I faid I would be private. 

Polydorb. 

O my i&ther. 
Here let me kneel for ever, weep thefe eyes 
To blindnefs, and ne'er know a thought of comfort. 

Periander, 
What would my Polydore ? 

Polydorb. 

Alas ! what means 
This common face of woe that meets my fight 
Where'er I turn ? Even now while happy Corinth 
Blazes with triumph ; while the neighbouring fhores 
Refbund to heaven her voice of general joy. 
The palace is in tean. Her filent courts 
Are dark with mourning, as if death and ruin« 
Not vidlory, had fix'd their maniion here. 

Periander. 
There is a caufe, my (on, a dreadful one. 
But leave me to myfelf, 

OLY- 
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4POLYPOJLE. 

Am I then grown 
A horror to yoar eyes ? What is my crimen 
That thus with alienated look yon torn 
As from fbme balefixl objeft ? Y^t, my fkther. 
Oft have you fwom that in this bee you faw^ 
And lov'd your darling queen. 

P£RIANDBR. 

Away, thy looks. 
Thy words difiraft me. 

POLYDORB. 

Whither fliall I fly ? 
Where hide this hated head? My mother too. 
As now I left her, preffing full her eyes 
With fix*d and earneil moumfolneis on mine, 
Stream'd into tears : then da^'d me to her bofoA 
With fttch &A pafiion> fuch transported tremblings. 
As parting lovers that, mud meet no more. 
I beg'd to know the caufe. Again ihe daipM me 
With fonder eagernefs, and fighing cry'd. 
Say to the king, my heart has never err'd. 

PeaiANnER. 
By heaven, my foul melts at the piteous tale. 
OPoIydore««-i--«^ 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

PERMNDEKy PoLYDOREy LeONIDAS, 

Ofticer: 

My Lord, the priibner Medon 
Attends^ and prays admittance to your prefence. 

Periander. 
Ha ! Medon I Doft thou dream ? Medon alire ^ 
Did I not charge thee on thy flrideft duty. 
To caft him forth that moment to the people ? 
How haft thou dar'd to difobey ? 
Officcr* 

Dread fir. 
As to his fate i led him pale and tremhitng ; 
At fight of that tnmaituous cromd around* 
With ntmoftinftance he requefted of me 
An hour's (hort refpite ; for he could difclofe 
A fecret of dear import, that requir'd 
The king's immediate ear. We hardly fcap'd 
Into tlic fouthern tower. Th' unnumbcr'd rabble • 
Widiones and threats demanded forth their foe : 
At hazard of juy life I ventured down, 
Sooth'd,ilatter'd, promised 'cm thcy ftiould have juHicc. 
Tliey are but now diipers'd. . 
Vol. II. F PeRl 
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P£RIANDER.. 

My lieart iiii%ives me at that mifcreant's name, 

S C E K^ IV. 

Periander, PdLy'DORE, L'eonidas, Medon* 

M£.pON. 

kii^! for fieiMleiiersaod mercy iam'4» ' 
The nobleft praife ;. fee proftrate at your feet, 
A crimmaU who comes, to inenit. p^^ 

By fair difcovery of "fornix ::Vfe^gbty trutfes^, ^ j . . 
That much concern youri^in43B repofe and health. 

"Periander. 
jSay on : and if, tfey hearty ha*, form'd sl hopp ; 
Of one hour's after- bei^g^&^ttie thy tal^ 
Severely juft to tacuth. - ' ..•,.. 

M«JDON> 

Thus gnarding here^ j . 
With Jniame and (harp renxode I owttjny crime. 
MHled by that ufurper, who with me 
Mow ihares the due reward of gniit likc^ oubs^ . 
To pleafure him-, unhappy that I was ! . , 

1 told, I know not ^httt of your good Q^csl\ , 

: Would 



f 



E: O k Y D t G Ei 99 

Would I had pcriih'd fail! for all was felfe. 
And Hie moll ihiidtoit. 

• Pbriander. . 

Perdition on thee ! 
What do I heat*?* 

Medoi*. 
I fill'd Arifton's cars 
With monifat)us tales, wKicK his plain honef!/ 
Alas, too ralhly credited— 

PrRIANDER. 

y<!god>i 

And could your thunder fleep i Pernicious Have, 
Hadfl thou as many Ures< as crimes, not one 
Should ftape my ju&ice — Ah Leonidas, 
Was e\ er fuch black treachery ? — ^Forgive thee ? 
Thy doom (hall be of Agnal dread and warning 
To all fucceeding minions. * Drag him hence, 

• to the guards* 
And guard him at the peril of your heads, 

S C E N E V. 

Periakdek, Poltdorb, Leonxdas. 
Leonidas. 
Amazing villany! 

F 2 "Peri-: 
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Periander. 

O fly, my fbn. 
Find the poor mourner out, and in my name 
Say all that weeping penitence can pleads 
Or love returning promife. My full heart 
Will more than make it good — ^and may the power 
Of foft perfuafion wait upon thy lips ! 
O that njoft injiir'd Fair— - 

SCENE VI. 

Feriander, LeonidaS} Ariston. 
Periander. 

In happy time 
Thou com'ft, Arifton. We were both deceivM ; 
And I recal my order— But curll Procles 
Shall pay me dear for all. 

Ariston. 

He has, my lord ; 
And the fad tale is terrible. I flirink 
But to recount it. Slumbejing confcience rous*d. 
And flafhing in his face the ftartling proiped 
Of his paft life, furious he dafh'd his head 
Againft his prifon-walls. I found him fallen, 
A piteous fpedacle ! rolling in blood, 
Deform'd with pain ; for agonizing death 

Sat 
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Sat hideous on his brow. Faintly he drew 
His parting breath : yet aH that breath went forth 
In blafphemies, aflaulting heaven with curfes. 
The ravings of defpair, for fruftrating 
His impious purpofe on the queen. 
Ferxander. 

How dreadful 
This period to a life like his ! The hand 
Of heaven is greatly juft— But O my friends, 
Thcfe fbrange events have well nigh overturn'd 
This totiermg brain. I feel I know not wh^ 
Of joy and terror, high amase and tranfport. 
All blended here, and working in wild Uimult I 

Lbonidas. 
'Tift but the motion of a troubled fea, 
After ibre tempeS finking to a calm. 
All will be well, my lord. Repoie and health 
Aws^it you in her. arms. "What bliis i^ yours ^ 
A iecond union of your meeting fi>ulsl 
A better nuptial morn^ with love new<-rifiiig» - 
Tbfliineforever! 



F 3 SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

PeriandeR} Leonidas, Ariston, Melissa^ 
Melissa. 

O my royal miitrefi! 
Periander. 
What mean thy boding words ? . 

MELISSA. 

Falfely accus'4 
Of what her foul moil loathes, ai^d to ^«^air 
By your unkindnels urg'd, dic-5[ac€n,.a3§8r! 
Has drunk a deadly draught. 

Perianp£r. 

O heavep and earth I ^ 
>^re diefe at laft my hopes ? 'Tis I^-O horror !. 
'Tis 1 have.murdcr'd her—— 

S C EN E; the tajt. 

Scene openfi^^femiitrEvssrtkio^fittiitf^ PoLYi>oit»> 

kneeling by her. 

Perxander. 

Ye righteous gods ! 
. O givf her back to life, and to your jultioe 
I bow this guilty bead*- What yet remains ? 

Leonidaib. 
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Leonidaa, Anfton, ^y,,vn^, friends. 

Call, gathej; all our fages ; bid, them try 

Their fovereigu &ill. My crown to him that dves hef • 

EURYDICE, 

It cannot be. Already death invades 

My fhivering bofom. Yet a little momfnt» 

And I ihall be with thofe that reft Sor ever. 

But here in dvs.laft aw&l hour I Av^ar» 

By that dread world whitfaeriny foul is parting f- 

In life» in death, I afii, I have been ever 

Your true and loyal wife. 

' / P&RIANDER. 

I know thou art, * 

Thou dying innocenc^^ My fMi blindnefs^ 
Deflru£lion on »yjieai) I 1ms AiinM both— 
My life ! my foul*s beft joy I «lMi V^n1tl lofe thee? * 
Lofe thee for cvp: f-^-r-^. 

' ' Thus^^iQ thy lov*d arms 
Each unkind thought is loft. Now I die^les^'d :• 
Now all 18 well— Death ! ihoti art here— • 

Periander'. 

O heavens i 

F 4 Melissa.. 
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Melissa. 
See! ihe expires. The M dim mift fwims o^er 
Her clofing eyes ! 

P£RIANDER. 

One moment, thou fair fpirit. 
One moment tarry for me — Thus we join. 
To part no more *— 

* ifi draws htsfnfiwd t^ftah him/elf' 
Ariston. 

Ah! Sir . 

Leon I DAS. 

My lord, what means 
This fatal fury ? 

PERIANnSR. 

Cruel men, away. 
And would you then detain me longer here 
On this loath'd fpot, to linger out old age 
With darknefs and delpairl to curfe the hour 
That gave a murderer birth I Would you, ray friends^ 
Have me live thus ? 

Artstok* 
Ye gods affuage his grief! 
Periander. 
Thefe righteous gods have caft me off for ever. 
My broken vow ! — O tctrible ! it hangs, 

A burfting 
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A biirfting thunder, o'er my head. I fee. 
And tremble at the iight^ th' kquiring judge, 
3eyond thefe heavens, high on his throne pf terrors ; 
His fix'd and dread regard tumM full upon me '. 
And look ! behold ! the minifter of vengeance 
But waits his nod to Urike me thro the centre. . 

POLYRORE. 

Alas ! my father— 

PfiRIANDBR.^ 

Omy ion! my fbnf 
I have undone thee too. How dare I look 
On that dear face,, where thy loft mother's fweetnefs 
Smiles flrong reproach, and charms me into madhefs I 
Then»farewel,reafbn! farewel, human converfe ! . 
Sun, day, and time, farewel. !— All hail, defpalr ! 
Eternal darknefs, hail l^Say'ft. thou IVe loft her ? 
No, |io ji we will not part. Thus let me prefs 
Her day-cold lips» thus weep my foul away 
On her chafte bofbm here. O yet, my love ? 
My better life ! O yet lift up thy eyes ! 
O ipeak to me ! 

Leonidas. 
Alas! Ihe hears you not. ' ' 
The foulis fled for even 

F5 Pmi- 
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• ' ' "PettlAKOCR.' -'-... 

^ '^ Olny queen f' • ^ 

*" ^he'tytrMrhmfelfty theUity*, The f eft '^- - 
' J! and loeefing and'ftienU ^ ^ 
rating hmfe^kf* 
Ha ! tierc-^lave me f 'tis he, Ae'ldrig (rf*tema»1 ' 
Lo how the ghaftly vifion glares upon xne 
With his fix'd beamlefs eyes ! — What path is this. 
Dreary and deep, thro whidi he drags me on ! 
Blefs me ! . Ipok^there— whAt ihi vering forms are thefc» 
Thin as the paffin^ air, that fkim around me ? ' 
, And,now th'.infcrnal world hath fhut me in !"* 
But. fee the furies arm'd \ fee their fdl ferpenls 
Thaj rpufe themfelves to fting me ! fs there nofte> * 
Ni) pow^fto f(;reen me from them : 
Leohidas. 
' / * Gracious Sir, 

Where is that patience-— • 

PBRIilrNDEliV 

Soft^— I fee her plain* 
Yonder on high ihe fits amid the gods. 
Who wonder at.her charms-^-And dofl thou finite 
Upon thy murderer ? O thus let me kneel* 
. And weeping worihip thee***Ha ! feeA thou there 

Yoii 



E U R y D 1 C E. 107 

^oniamugpooU^nd yvjiat damn*d foul is that» 
Afccninglrom it's depth, thai t)eckonsrTnc f 
He wafts meilill— By hdl, 'tis hated Procles, 
The caufe oT all my niin ! — ^Tridtor, yts, 
I come, I fly, to plunge thee deeper fUU- 
In thk redfca eftorfureft-A-^-^O 1 
Ariston. 

' H^dicsl 

POLYDORE. 

OxBslcble&liORQrl 

Lbonidas. 

Lay bivi -gently down ; 
While we, mtk terrtij own heaven's fearful juftjce ! ' 
XjetJPOBaidia hence he wam'd, let nations know,. 
From guilt jndulg'd what certain nuichiefs grow. ^ 
In peace tho gracJAus, tho in combat brave, 
Hif ^farok^n'vw purfa'dthim to the^favcu 
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Written by Aaron Hill, Efq;. 

Spoken by Mife Robinson, in boys clothes ; 
tripping in haftily. 

f\m Gentlemen f-^rmcomt^butwatnot/eutj^ I 

ji vohxnner'-^Pray ^ees my fize content ye f 
MKV^Iamyours-^fex, h\e(s*dfMsifeavencanmakeyei 
Andfremihls time^njueak woman! Ifirfdkeye. 

Who'd he a 'wife f 'when each new play can teach v, 
To njohatfine ends thefe lords ^ours lefeech usf . 
Atfrfl^ nuhate^er they do, thiy do — fb chM-mingt ' 
But mark nKHai Mows ; jfrightftd f and alarming ! 
They feed too M m love ; then fickening tell us^ 
They canity forjooth, he kind — hecaufe they're }e2loxa. 

Who wou^d he vtOXMOiy then? tp^k^-^andfuffer^ 
And 'wifih-^nd walt-^-for the flow-coming proffer ! 
Not l-^farewel to Utticoate^ and ftitching^ 
And 'welcome y dear^ dear breeches ! mare hewitching. 
Henteferthy ntw-moulded^ TUrove^ hve^ and 'wander^ 
And fights and fiorm-— and charm — Uke Pe r i ahde r . 

Born 



EPILOGUE. 109 

Bdrnfor this diaper agi^ firt^ fiwty and cb^if, 
Jfc^ei I grow a mak — ^tu naw> or nenitr* 

Will! hut what cdndu£ty&/// tins transformation^ 
m coi^ feme /mart (bul of confuer/atiotu 
Should there be wax,, Pd talk of folds and trenches ; 
Should there he ^tsuo^^Pd toafi Xenfanforite wenches f 
Sbosdd I he loiv*d~~gad/o ! honv^then /— hm matter^ 
Pll how, as you do-^^ndlook foolifli at her •* 
And Jo, ^ho inows, that never means tofrone /#> 
But Pm as good a man« as asty of ye! 

As to the flay here^-fooh^^x take the flay! 
7ell me, your/ehesy what yon would hawe nufeoy^ 
Whether with hijes orafflaufeyms greet it ;. 
Kat me I if 1 tare fixpencey howj^ treat it^ 
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PROLOGUE. 

By Mr. Thg,mson. 
Spoken by Mr. Mi t "wA r iK ' 

^INCE Ahensjirft began to drato mwdind, 
^ To piSwrtJ^t^ wtdfie^ tU imfinjjioitd mind^ 
7 he truly ifnfe have mw dmtil^^h&fiage^ 
The moral fchool of saek ttdi^^d age.. 
There Jn fuUpHiitb thiH^e^mif/k^fiari^. 
^eenoffiftjerrews^^md^^ulfiemi. 
Faint is the UJfon reafin^d rules impart : 
She f curs itftrong and inftant thru the hearts 
If virtue is her theme j nuefuddin glo«w 
With generous flame : andy.mhat'wefeel^ wegrpw*. 
^ nncejhe paints ; indignant pqffions rife : 
The villain fees himfelf with loathing eyes. 
HsfoulflartSf confciouSf at another"" s groan l 
And the pale tyrant trembles en his throne. 

To night our meaning fcene attempts tofljova^, 
Whai fell events from dark fufpicion flotv i 
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dutf noben (t tmnts a lawk/s mdnarcb'*s mind. 
To thefalfe herd of fiatUringJlaves confined, 
The f oul Jinks gradual Ufo dire aftaHi^ 
EfXen excellence but/er-vestofeedifs hate\: 
To bate remorfelefsy cruelty fucceeds, 
Ande*very <worth, and every *virtue hleedi^ 
Behold, fiur atubop atyouriar ^ppfitufi^ 
His modsfl hopes deprefid hy confcious fears. 
Faults be has many'^But to ball ante thpfe, 
J£s merfe ivitb heart-felt hve of <virtue glowf 
AllJUghter errors. Ut indulg&ue ffare : 
And be bis equal trial full and fair* 
For this hefi Britijh priwkge we caUi 
ThtU'^as hi nuriu^ Itt btm/and, w/bIL 
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TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. SCENE L 
RusTAVy Mufti. 

RUSTAK. 

GUIDE of the faithful, oracle of truth. 
Sage Mufti, hail and welcome T 
Mufti. 

Noble Ruftan, 
Be peace and benedidion on the head 
Of him, the wffe and valiant, who flipports 
Th* imperial throne of earth's moft potent prince ! 

RUSTAN. 

Jn happy hour you come. But fure, my lord, 

Arriv'd fo foon, you traveled on the fpur. 

Mufti. 
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Mufti. 

And fhiver'd in the piidnight's d«wy (hade, 
Unreftin^ fiom die Poibe. Such pi'oftiptffii^atdk '■ 
Great Roxolana's^ mandate hadenjoin'd. 
Inform me then what fervice ihe requires^ 
Whom I but live to fervc. 

RUSTAN. 

Indeed yott owe. 
And I no lefs, all dut}' to her highnefs. 
Obftrre nm!rcn : and" when your ear lath" h^<I 
Th* iniport^t^tjle^,let.cajition lock it up 
Deep m the^^datkeft filehccbf your breaft. 
Prom all but heavcir« 

MUETI. 

Have 1 notliy'd in courts;? . , 
Been prefent wjicrc I would nottruft a tliought, 
Jn whifper, even to things inwmate ? 

, i , RUSTAN. 

Th' attempt (he meditates is great and ardoous } 

Involves her deareft happineis» her lift ; 

Perhs^ the lives of all ihe deigns to love. 

Know then — the news will ilrike thee with amaze-— 

She holds prince Mttflapha her deadly fo^ 

Mufti. 
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Mufti. 
Ha! fay'il thoU'?r-MuiUp]tLa.l the&vorite fon' 
Of our redoubted lord ! hi& eldef); hgpe! 
Sole pledge thj? bright Circa^anieft his foQda^fs ! 
How will (he root him from ajather's bye. 
Who holds him dear.for virtues that renpwn« 
Anddig^^tifyhimfelf? The prince has fought 
His batdes with fuccefs : and is Ibflain'd 
By troops that know his ^orth ; that idolize 
His fanje and fortune. 

kuSTAN, ' 

TKouhal! fommM Ills' crtoes, ' 
Thefe arc, with reafbn are, themigfcty olrjeft • - • 
Of Roxolana's hate. But would'fl thou^ know. 
How fhe may drive him from his fadier's bofom ? 
This boafled courage ihe admires ! exalts 
With all th' infidio\4S favifhnels of piaife; " ■ ' ^ 
And will applaud the ftripling in to ruin! ' - 

MuFTr. 
Such foes indeed moft furely aim their blow« 
Who praife to wound, and honor to deftroy. 

RUSTAN. ^ 

My influence waits on hers. You know (he gave 
Her daughter to my bed. Whate'er I hold. 

Or grafp in diHant hope, is hers alone : 

And 
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And, as my faireft fortunes, all my aims 

With hers are blended intimate and deep. '- 

If Muftapha fucceeds his royal fire. 
She falls for ever ! finks from what fhe is, 
Emprefs and confort of unbounded fway, 
Dowci'd* and declared fo — ^fmks into a flave T 
Her fons too — can a parent bear the diought ? 
Her fons muft bleed 1 Her blooming Zanger firft. 
Child of her love, a certain vi£Um falls 
To that dire policy, which founds the throne 
Of each afcending prince in brother's blood* 
She mufl defbqy, or periih. In fuch cafe, 
Neceffity is juftice. 

Mufti. 
True, my lord. 
Cufiom, the deity of half mankind. 
All-powerful o'er the foul, on whom opinion 
Waits with obfequious blindnefs, hath made facred 
Such dreadful deeds ; and bids our eaflern world 
Hold them in venerable eftimation. 
This, to your purpos'd vengeance, may give fandlon : 
But what will give fuccefs ? The prince, my lord — 
I tell it, with reludlance, of a foe— 

Bv 
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^evtiy tide, bf each filial dc, 

ires, and laigely ihares» liis fittber*s love* 

Rust A IT. ' 
t is die love our iovereign bears his fons ? 
oldnefs, 'tb ayerfioii» to die flame 
vhidb he burns for Roxolana's channs ! 

die fabled power of herbs or fpclls 
Tralfe it to more height He dokts upon her 
I all vulgar paffion. Age but ibrengthenf, 
I new day adds fervor to it's warmth. 
I^t as this great delign requires much pauie^ 
! gradual artifice ; I, at fit times, 
Ire thrown put hints, iniinujKions, doubts, 
ne dark and'difbnt, ibnie more plain and near : 
i from foch fruitful feeds is Q'ringing.up 
Fhanreft to our hopes. The fultan now, 
ledining to th' infirmities of age, 
; lapfing to it's vices ; quick diiirufi;, 
Jmbrage at riling excellehce, but chief 
\i figoal fame in arms. He fears his fbn : 
[And in the hearts of kings, by years made gloomy, 
' From fear to iiate the proofs is not flow. 
What fays my friend ? 

MOFTI. 

Now, by die prophet* s twnb! 
Vot.II, G Thf 
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The happy news is gladnofs'^ mj fouU 
I hate th« flriplia g" - 

RvaiTAN. 

Hark! The fultaa's voice— -« 
He leaves his conch. I muft attmd him bsie^ 
Youy haften to th' apartment of the emprefs. 
Be wife, be fecret : what ibe gives, in order, 
Obey without reierve. 

The daily fbnn 
Of folemn falutation now begins ; 
Fram'd to remind him what a monarch is. 
And what he once muft be. 

S C E N E II. 

^he pack feem optnirg^ dif covers the faltan^s pawliw: 
he fittings officers andjlofoes around bim. 

Firft Ofj^ice^^ behind the throne. 
TKe fragrant health 
Of morning when It fhines ; the gentle calm 
Of evening when it's dewy ihades defcend, 
Repofe on Solym^ ; and make his bread 
A paradiie of iweets. To him« the king. 
Of kings, the lord of weft and and eaft, belong 
Jufiiceaodmcrcy; to chaftife all vice* 

And 
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And to reward all virtue*' , > 

Second Offic BR oa Ac- left, ;_; 
^ Yet t)u$ priocei,: • 

This Br& of moaarchsy znighty, and reiiQwn*d» 
This Sol/maQ fhall die?! . ' : . 

Third Qf f i^n. ^,th^ ngfejs, ^ ^ ., ^ 

Almightx and aU-jufc die" (bJ© Sifpi;^n>e^ . . • . 
Who lives for ever i , . 

SoLYMjAN riiing. 

Leave 9>^ 

S- e E^N E III. 

SoLniAK; 

What a fccne 
Of ibleinti mbcfeiryis all huij^an grandeur ! 
Thus worfhtp^d, tlfus exalted by the breath- 
OfadulatiOAj are my paffibift foo£h*d f ■ 
My fecret pangs afRiag'd? The peafant-hind; ' ' 
Who drives his camel o'er the burning "wai!6. 
With heat and hunger firiote; knows happier day^ 
And founder nights than I. 

RUSTAN. 

He feems diftui-b'd. 
G z SoiiY* 
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SPLYMAN. 

My couch is grown a bed of thorns : my fleept^ 
That ihould repair fiidl nature, weigh her down 
With vifionary tenors. This dire dream. 
Not fttch as fancy in her fliadowy workings 
Amufive raties and deilioys at willy 
Was on my brain with deep impreffion ftnick : 
It feem'd the hand of iome night-hovering power. 
Some genius watchful o'er the htt of kings. 
That meant to warn me-^Ruftan ! 

RUSTAN. 

Health, my Lord, 
And ever-growing honors ! Dares your flave. 
Your trueft feivant, a& what care invades 
His ibvereign's peace of mind ? 

SOLYMAN. 

Vizir, I bluih 
To think iUufions of the daik have power 
To move me thus— Yet, wherefore, night by nighu 
Am I thus vifited with horrid ihapes 
And omens of impending ill ? 

RVSTAN. 

Gxant, heayen. 
That m iuch warnings be not fhadow'd forth — 
Pardoo my zeal— th' unwelcome truths that oft 

Alarm 
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Alarm cor ears, of daik and deep defigns> 
Thro all thofe bounds where Muftapha prefides. 

SOLYMAN. 

Ha ! Vizir— whither wouldft thoa lead my thought ? 

RVSTAN. 

I know the perilous niceoefi of this theme ; 
Txs doath'd about with death : and I methioks, 
Prefuming thus to talk, am as a man 
Who walks the fummit of a fearful diffl 
Each motion hazards falling : And that fall 
It fiite inevitable. 

SOLYMAN. 

Thou art fafe. 
When duty fpeaks, it's very error daimi 
Not only pardon : it deferves applaufe. 

RvSTAN 

What may not youth, my Lord, impetuous youth. 
By factious annies heated and inflam'd, / 

By ftrong ambition feaver'd into phrenzy, 
Preihme to dare ? Impatient of controul, 
Twould ipurn at heav'n itielf, would fcale the throne 
Of him, the ikcred power, who £^ve it being. 

SOLYMAN. 

•Thou haft anpus'dmy fou]. And if I doubt, 
I will prevent. — That were a tyrant's bafenefs ; 
Who kills— bccaufe he fears.— Away fuch thoughts. 
G 5 Nor 
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Nor cantl|is be. J htxre .^pmt'd him fiatUoI. 
He mil reveres the nxmarch in the fixhtr: 
Aad love of one prefbtve^.bim juft to both. 

RUSTAN. 

So may it ever be. And y9u_4^refve 
His moft deposed fcnriee. J^orhisiake, 
You broke thro all the rolei of royal coftom* 
That buries in the dark feraglio's ronnd^ 
. And keeps at cautioiis diiUaice» Am or brother^ 
From knowledge and emptoymettt; 

Trtic : my heart 
Diidam'd tho(c narrow forms whiph lowfixfpicion,^ 
TV ingbrious policy of mean-foul'd men, 
Had rendered reverend to our barbarous world :: 
Beheld with fcom by wiier nations round us>. 
Whom reafon and difcemment have ©iriarg^d 
With nobler views, and polHhM into honor. 

Rt76TAN. 

A zeal well meant, tho* indifcreet, die king 
Will fure forgive. — But does this fon approve 
The breach of ancient cuftom — in each ihftance ? 
There may be novelties—- 

SOLYMAN. * , 

What wouldft thoi fay ? 
Rut- 
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HVSTAN. 

I&'erfince the Cime dnhuman Tamerlak.e« 
|^fBAj<A9!&£T'sinftdted iqueen, 4ilhoiK)r^d 
The majeity-of empire, fatute Sultaos 
Have ihunn'd l^e mamage-tie. 

SOLYMAJf. 

vSoIyman has not : 
Superior fio that cowardice of pride. 
Which made it a ilate.4i»ucim-^ot %, who. 
What Have of wne ib lightiy hokUlns life 
As but to murmor at it ^ 

. R0STAN', 

M goad fobjea* 
Applaud your a^ widi duteous venemtion. 
Fair Rtodknaeiven adeooa t^namcy 
The honored naacibe wean. The^rince too. Sir, 
Is valiant,, 4M>hkv ji^h in manly virtues, 
\ And with thcfe virtues, loyal — But his pride— 

SOLYMAN. 

His pride !— away— ^c does not, dares not blame — 
Confufioni— blame?— -lie muil approve my a^ft. 
Reafon inlpir'd, and honor bgafts it done. 
She merits morjC than pomp and power can give : 
Even all that love in his un]bQund(?d fondnefs^ •; 
. larentiye to beilow with tafte and grace, 

G 4 Can 
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Can find to crown tlie kfol of his vow«-— 

I lofe myielf in fondnefs — S«y, I wiih 

A moment's convert with her.— Stay. Thy letlecs. 

What lay they of my fon: Will he obey 

My Older ? Does he come to vindicate 

His quefiion'd loyalty ? 

Rust A K. 

To all but thar 
My letters ipe^ at large, and h%h extoll 
His gentle manners, popular behavior. 
And equal ufe of delegated fway. 

SOLTMAII* 

My mandate was expreis and abfolute : 

And { expod him here, cie yonder ori> 

Has meafur'd half it's courie— But ftMiihtSiiifm 

That popular behavior, prized fi> hi^. 

May coft him dear ! — ^My Roxolana comes. 

I would be left alone. 

SCENE IV. 

Roxolana, Soltman. 
RoxotANA. 

Alas, my Lord, 
Thio^ thoie fivere regards you dart around yoo, 

Methioks 
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Medunki I read fame diibontnited thoaj^t* 
All ihoiild it poiiit on lae I 

SOLYMAK* 

My Rozolana ! 
That fear Is vain, is end to us both* 
No anger, no diflafie can dwell with loiVe, 
Widikwe like ours, emioUedinto&iendibip, 
Tlui^ wkileitibotlies, ittvigoiates the heart : 
Unioil of wKhei, harmony of wxlb. 
Blended and loft in one confenting inteieil» 
One undivided hi^pineisy beyond 
The Iblitary, joyk& pride of power. 
That dazzles, not delights— A heart like aiuie 
O'erflows its bounds, unheeding<«-^-I but meant 
Topoor into thy ^difbl bieaft the cares 
That break upon my peace. 

ROXOLANA. 

Give me them all : 
And I will charm them torepofe, or ihare 
Their iharpeft pangs* 

SOLTMAW. 

A fwarm of gloomy fears 
bwakcn*dhm! 

ROXOLANA. 

What fean, my gracious Lord f 

' G5 SOLT* 
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Now, Roxolana, fpeak as !» Aelij^ . 
Of that flem angel wfioejffpte^s the grave. 
And calls departed 1bc(t5''to M&, confeflion. 

Whatdolheaff"' * * -' "'. • 

' ' ' • • ' '•'^Iv^tAtr. '■■' •*• 
My favored Muftapha, ' ' ' 
So grac'd and fo 'diftinguifii'd by my Ibndn'efiV ' 
Feels he for me that love a Ton Ihouldfcd ' 
For fuch a parent t ^ 

» - ' *■' 5' • • ■.•,'..,' 
' ... . ROXOLANA. ' 

Whence that doubt, my Lord ? 

OOLYMAN. 

Xk thy own heart. Has not thy love for jne ', 

AlarmM thee to fufpicions of fiis concf tfcl f " 

... ROJ^OLANA." 

Whmt cm a h^er wifli beyond hi^ duty f ,. ^ 
When your juft vengeance fends him forth to war,. . 
Great in your power and glorious "by your iamc^ 
He hulls the dreadful thunder : then returns 
Suhmiffivetoyournod, alike reflgn'^, . ' 

Commanding or obeying. You .the whileV '*' * •- 
Ta givp this traVc and boanc&efi. fpirit fcope. 
Remain, my Lord,' imadive in the fhade, 
■•- - OlK 
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And ihine, fto ima^ yma idmking, ftijjodb* 

Who bl^flft hi^ faagh^O> dw^ n^ponbk fight, . . 

And hail their future Lord I 

^ . Ha ! iheard I right ? 

Thou &]^M h»re.)>ee>i unad^^-^ccM^ «iith I 
The world has <;)^a«'d to trmble M my iiasDC. 
Once, Afric, Afia, £iaQ»pe> ifNl before it; 
The Perfian loft a kingdom to ^y arms : 
I humbly ^iSff^ * 9ruib'd it's daring rebels. . 
Proud Rhodes, defef)ded b;y the choiea bqafi: , . , 
Of chriiiian chiefs* iul^iQ'd not Ji^y^aqlt 
I ihook thpjdiffamt Danube with my thunder : 
Struck terror to the heart of it's bold ruler. 
My threatningwar hiing o'er his capital, 
A gather'd tempeft ; Raiting but my nod ^ . ^ 
To Durft in ruin on it.— -Ve^^jhis was. 
Butnow^per^tion! . . : . , ,* 

Mo<lqH$^jmj54;^QrtU . ,. j 

Thi8rifingift?uaJ|mf|., ,; . ., i . : T.t , .- f 

^' : . !» . ; . fTi».^if«lKftrd'ft{T*ifctjngl (' . i 
Andval9r)jlu%e^j|tJLr-Rpx(4«a! t,. » i .: . * • 

G 6 What 
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Whatamliio«y?-*-fiink, loll: in ibtk and fikn^ ^ 
Whik Mttftaphft iias rdgn'd for Sdyman! 
Poor and debafing !«^Kings who ceaie to aft, 
Ceafe to be kings. 

ROXOLANA. 

Yet Muflapha's renown 
Is yours, my Lord/ The name of Solyman 
Bore terror in it, conquered where he fought not : 
And» as the victory, die praiie was yours. 

Solyman. 
Thy virtuous tendernefs for me deceives thee. 
I fee my fatal eritor, feel my danger. 
We may oblige our children into foes. 
Even till they hate as deep as we liave lov^d. 

ROXOLANA. 

Batthen proceed, my Lord, by wary fieps^ 
Obferve him, if he leagues wkh men who fcreeni 
Their fpleen to you, their difappointed pride> 
Behind the fpedoos mafk of public seeal. 
Mark if the winning foftncfs of his mannos 
Be native or affum'd: hmnility 
p oft difguisM ambition. Note Ae means 
By which he iiides into die vulgar bofom ; 
Feign'd pity lor dieirfiafferings, hinted hopes 
Of better times. But chief remark the arts 

He 
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He pots in afe to courtlke ibl&n* love s 

A coarfe fimplidty^ of tafte and life. 

In their haid itre> groftwit, wadhLimtiemt$nor, >' 

Thdr fiUow mid companion. Miidtief e& 

And mnrdcfoas tieafim Imk^boieBtkiiKli pUancA. 

wretchednefs of royalty j i^djiat thorns 
Weave their fhaip pointt withempire^s gandy robe ! 
Now by my ^ther^s firal, thoa haft heard more^ 

1 read it in that look — more than thy ibftnefi 
Dares tnift mine ear withr-"-- 

S C « N E V. 

.■ f ■'.'■• 

SotYMAN, RoXOLANAf RVSTAH. 
SOLYMAV, 

Ruftan j— whence this hafle ? 
Rust AN. 
My Lord, die prince apj[»oache»-— 

ISOLYIIAN. 

Hal whac&y'ftdra? 

RUSTAN, 

And ent^s now Ae csimp. 

Sot.YiaAB., . . . 1.. 

: *1^8 wclL— The Mops 
How greet they his anlval ? 

- Rws. 
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SOLYMAN. 

Enough. — ^A croodof thoaghts, 
Donbdngy diicordant, rife in tumult hei«, 
Udetdling my i«jfidve»— -What (hould I think ?— » 
Saipici<m my enquire, butmiiil not judge.— 
Tis now devotion's hour : invoke we then. 
To guide our coundk» that unerring Mind» 
Whoie goodneis guards the majefty of kings ; 
Whofe jufttce each^k thought to judgment brings. 



Jh$En4tfa$FtrJljUi. 
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ACT II. SCENE i. 

>ffusTAPHA, AcBMET, Helx, Osman, SoUien. 

MusTAPHA, at the d$or^ the tent, to thifiUKirs 
fwho had followed him, 

MY friends and fellow-ibldiers, I accepe, 
Wellp]eas'd,th€lekindexpreiionsofyoarloYe; 
As meant in honor of our common lord» 
Willie thas yon grace his fon. Bat leave me now> 
And each attend hia duty.— —Hell, go, 
WalchnearEmira; bid her be of comfort : 
Say all is weD. — Good Osman, find my brother, , 

My Zanger : I would meet him here. 

Oh, Acfamet! 
Faithfii] inftroQor of my youth in arms, 
Theie fhoats> this honeJI tranfport of the armys 
That ha4 been mufic in the front of battle. 
Is diicord here I 

ACRMBT. 

Now by fair filth and honor ! 
I felt my heareQ>ring high witMn my bofan. 
And aniwer to th» efiufions of their joy. 
Their flionts, their acclamations fweil'd to paffion. 

4 Mt/STAFBA, 

Ah, fiiend--»theft acclamations will undo me ! 

ACHMST* 
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ACHMET. 
MUSTAPHA. 

Whom fovcreign -power bdtolds' 
With jealous eye— for thofc'to bt %elov?d. 
Is to be guilty ? ' - - 

'*' ' ' • ■ AckMEV." *' '' '* "^ "|.. -''' 
^ ' What tan m4ifae*)rgc' J.'^ i. 

To raifea doott agalrtft youj"fiith and honor f 
In peace, ' moft true^andloy^to yoiirTather r 
In war, your fivorf^ evci'bdsn^cin'pldy'd,. 
And ever* with fttctfs, agAtftiii fott; ^ ^ .' - 
Wh^\ would ^he more*? '^uTplgdtedTiToVtn/Lbfff,,' 
The Sultan truely lotrsyotu 

MjtySTAPHA* 

/ *Bred in camps,. 

Tram'd in the gallant* opeimefi of truth . , ^ 
That bcft becomes a foldier ; thou, my frieivd, . 
Art happily a (bange^tQ the bafenefs. 
The infaaiy idf eouttis.^*— A^itMSt, the Ca(pian, 
When t^wible wtlh tmipfif^ ia4eifi &cal ^ . 
To the frail lioik tha^ jifm^ ,it^ ttfaaii»a poust : , : \ 
To insQcence aod-wo;rt^ ^ilg^^^i^'a hj^p|ri^s i^* 
Hatred implacable, becaofp u;i||ifl ; 
A Yizict JXttanly;c;mmng,.cool^m ^ 

Grown 
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Grown eld In aits oFireatdieiy and >nlin> " - 
Purfue me, Intnt me down ! ^odwhatcaal, 
Unpradlis'd m allgmle, oppefe to dark 
And deadly wY|tth<^-^the breaih of pul^c pratfe I 
An empty name — that will b^t ^>e^ my ittib I 

Why jfhorid tbey-bcTooriiees? jvhy hate the wordt 
That never injur'd them ^-^Fptgiv^.mej beai^t 
Coald I believe £> bafety.of mankind, 
I would renounce their fellowfliip, and>6ik ^ 

Tbz fylvan wild !o hcrd^viUb nobler bntes^ 
How can this be? All things around us wear 
A face oT peace and 'filehc^ 

MorSTAPBA. 

Sttihthe'Msiier,. 
The fearful ftfllnefi, ere the thundcrbtaflb i 
£Ue whence this boding folitude r this tent 
By ail forfaken^ even tht nfeaneft iheves<t 
As we'had'Ant thepeftnencehefoDBy 
Oar mortal harbinger !-«tet be it fo. 
True^iabf, )ftmd> on iiictflp:fbiuided ftrong» 
Meets aUfortHtsddike^ / 

- » -* " • AoHmmev 

Tot^ve my honeil love— 'twas qu^ unkind 

T% 
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Ta hide tkefe apprebenfions from your friend : 
And now, too late» difclofe the fatal, iecret. 
Bat was it not moft rafh, if fuch your fears, 
Moftwilfttly uofupported by your troops. 
To meet this danger f 

MUSTAPHA. 

AcMMET*— »I can die ; 
But daw not difobey a father's orders. 

ACHMBT* 

The Vixir jn4)vea this way« 

MUSTA^HA. 

Then,OmyibuI! 
Wake all thy powers, and arm me ftrong within } 
That h9nefly and honor, bravely plain. 
May ftrike confiifion thro his hollow fiiiile» 
And vizor'd m^dice. 

SCENE II. 

MVSTAPHA,JR.V8TAN, ACHMET, BASHAt 
RVSTAK. 

May the Power we finr?e, 
Moft merciful and gracious, crown my Lord, 
Thro length of years, with brightnefs and renown ! 
To («e your Highneis here my ibulhaslong. 
Has warmly wiih'd. 

Mv». 
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MVSTAFHA. 

Btoiii f e t hou art my fiiend. 

RVSTAN. 

Heaven knows widi what fend wannth my mDing 

tongue. 
Still prompted firom the heart, has painted fertfa 
Your matchlefi virtues; that exalted oounge. 
That generous prudenoe, rwal of your oouage. 
Which aged warriors wonder at wxdi envy ! 
But my applauie is- poor, and finks beneath 
The mighty fufajed : hxM herielf is proud 
To celebrate ^that hero, whofe ible arm 
Sufiains the throne of godlike Soltman, 
His glory and defence ! 

MUSTAPHA* 

Thou know*ft me not. 
He who can Men, i^easM, to fuch applanfe. 
Buys at a dearer rate than I dare pttrchafe. 
And pays» fer idle air, with fenie and virtue. 
Alt thou indeed my fiiend ? then fhew it nobly ; 
As man, by deeds like theie Ay tongue extols : 
As fubjea, in true duty to thy Sovereign. 

RVSTAN. 

What amiable modefty! The Sultan 
Muft needs, myLoid 

MV8« 
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MvSTAPHIk. 

..^.CcM^uiie this pie&cing : 
And to your bofinefs. 

Sir, your royal father— 

MttSTAPJiA.. 

Pioceed» . : i . . 

'ToMJdy— - 

MOSTA-PHA. 

Say— 

RVSTAN.' 

HiB orders .artt» 

This Baflba may receive your fvwwl, . . 

Myfword! 

"RviBTAlf. . 

Such his cpmniand* , 

^ ^. MuSTAPHA. 

And, as h» knows thi» Ry.sjA v 
My kiadeft advocate, my^ warmed inend. 
The man who founds my praife idoud to heaven^ 
He fends him on this errand ! 

With 
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With abiblute obedieftce^.taifiiUtt 

My mate^^fkifiiitti &i^.»tte ikve pivfumes not 

MVSTAPHA. 

My fword ? 

What would your Jughncfs have mc faj 
In anfwer to this order ? * 

MlT^TAJPHA. 

Take it,. Vixir : 
And tell thy Lord and min^ I ever held 
Sttbmiflion to a father's facred will, 
A ion's firft virtaet and his fairef^ fame. 
Say, this good fword has truly been employed' 
AgainU his Ibes. — ^A'chmbT, it was the gift 
With which Kis fondnefs grac'd my early hand ! • 
Which I had hop'd to part with but in death I 
Stay. ' ifthou art a friend, add this one truth; 
Add boldly — when his facred will demands 
The life he gave me ; this unhappy ion, 
Sufpeded as^e is, will yield that lift 
With equal reitgnation. Thou v/ilt fay b ? 

.* C RUSTAN, 

Syheaven, I will. 

MvtTA'* 
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MirSTAPitA, 

'H, Soy ki thy btdl hour^ 

Tliat hesven* who fees us both, dcti with diy Ibol! 

SCENE IIL 

MuSTAPHA, ACHMBT. 
MuSTAPHA. 

Ohfncnd! 

ACRMIT. 

Perdition on the doubling traitor ! 
Was it by arts like thefe he rofe to greatnefs ? 
To envy'd power ? How low beneath all ftom 
This conrt-diffimulation fink$ mankind ! 

MuSTAPHA. 

Fly, AcHMET, toEMiRA; greet her from. me 
With love's moft (acred vows : but ixnoothe this news 
With all the kind deceit, the virtuous fal(hood. 
That friendihip bids us ufe, to fave fit)m anguifh 
The tender bofom of the fair we love. 
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S C E N E IV. 

MvSTAPHAy ZaNG«R. 

Zangek. 

Maftaplia! 

Mul&TAl»HA, t 

Zanger! 

2ang£r. 

Brother of my lore--* 
O greatly, dearly welcome ! 

Mustapha. 

O my Zaiigcr! 
My heart has ficken^d to transfufe itfelf 
Into thy faithftil bofom. Friendship mSurn'd^ 
And found himfetf unbleft for want of thee^ 
Thou foul of tenderncfs, to wake anew 
His holy flame, and light it into rapture. / 

Zangeb^. » 

more dian brother ! O my nobler felfl 

1 fwear by honor, by the iecret inftindi 
That nature kindled in my infant breaft. 

That tafb improv'd, and reafbn makes immortd ; 
My ibul that languiih'd for thee, finds her powers 
HeHor'd to health and vieor in thy prefence : ' 
VoL.IL H Noff 
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Nor more refrelhing are the dews of heaven 
To Araby*s dry defert, than to me 
Thy fight and wilh'd return! 

MUSTAPHA. 

May fame renounce 
And fcorn my name, if I not prize thy love 
Beyond renown ; beyond th' applauding fhouts 
. Of myriads in the laurePd front of war. 

. Zanger. 
O thou haft fir'd my foul ! thy voice recalls 
The days of glory, when I trac'd thy Heps 
Thro honor's rugged paths to noble danger ! 
The watch by night ; the weary march by day ; 
The battle's open rage ; the dark aiTault, 
Where unknown perils dwelt ; the fum of toils. 
That fame- impofes, and ambition courts ! 

MuSTAPHA. 

Ah, Zanger — thofe bleft days are fled for ever ! 

Zanger, 
What fays my friend ? 

MuSTAPHA. 

Alas I I am no more 
That brother of the war, whofe honeil name ^ 

Thy partial love has laviihly adorn'd, 

• ^ Zanger, 



M tJ S T A P H A. '147 

Zanger, in mc thine eyes behold a flavc, 
Difgrac'd! difarm'di 

Zang$r. 
O my prefaging heart S 
Th^Vizir — - 

Mv STAPH A. 

He. 

Zang£r« 
Blue plagues upon him ! Yes, 
i have of iate^ I haveobferv'd his vifage 
O'ercail with darl; referve ; his fpeech ainbiguo\is» 
Broken, and ihifting quick, or pauiing'fhort* 
Even when he talk'd no more, fell mifchief lour'd 
And boded in his filence. But I thought not — 
How could fair honor think, his hell -born arts 
Took aim at you ? — It is not, cannot be. 
Our father loves you to your worth's extent: 
Then, who. dares be your foe i , 

: MUSTAPHA. " 

I have not learnt 
By what pernicious tales the Sultan's ear 
Hath been abus'd : nor can thy plainaefs thi^k^ 
Thy honeftfoul, what arrows of the dark 
Clofe hatred Ihoots with ; vafiou^^fepret, fvvift, 
Aad fatal every^ihaft. Some three moons pall, 

H 2 A 
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A prefcnt of delicious fruit was brought me, 
The firft and faireft of the bounteous year ; 
Seafon'd with (implements of high regard. 
And profer'd love. 1 bade the bearer tafte, 
What feem'd moft cxquifite. " 'Twas fure my geniu* 
That gave the ftrong alarm. Th' unwary flave 
Ate freely — but, O heaven ! the lightning's flafh 
Scarce fwifter kills. His ghaftly eye-balls roU'd ; 
' Convnlfions (hook his frame— he groan'd ! he died ! 
Expired before mine eyes !—0 noble Zanger, 
Thfe hand frem whence that mortal prefcnt came 
I muft not, will not guefs i 

Zanger. 

Do not, my brother : 
Left I ihould fpum all human ties, and curfc 
Whom nature bids me reverence. Filial virtue ! 
Torgive the direful thought that wakens here— 
JixvsLy — to harbor it were parricide—— 
Alas ! my brother, friendlhip makes me impious ! 
And now, thy fight, whence I had JiopM all joy. 
Thy fight diftrefTes me— Why didft thou come ? 
O cruel rafhnefs I— Wherefore art thou here ? 
To heap damnation on their heads ! on mine 
Horror and fort defpair ! 

, Mt7STAPHA» 
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MtJSTAPHA. 

Look on me, Zanger. 
Thy virtufous fofmefs, while it chartns, diilracls me. 
Let me not fee thy tears — they melt away 
My firmer heart — Indeed I am to blame 
To woundthy gentl« nature with this tale'— 
1 am, by heaven — I fhould have lock'd it up 
Even from my own refleilion for thy fake. 
Turn this way, hear me, friend. *-^Had I not come^ 
Not paid obedience to a father's order, 
I had avow'd a guilt that lied the light» 
And merited the fate I meanly fbun'd : 
Nay more, had fumiih'd to my honor's foe 
Sure arms againfi my felf ; to flab me, Zanger, 
Thro all fuccceding ages. In my fame ! 
And.what are thoufand temporary deaths 
To one, one corelefs wound diat bleeds for ever i 
WeU, Ofraan, 

SCENE V. 

Mu STAPH A, ZaNGE^K, "^ 

OSMAN. 

Sir, the emperor approaches.^ 
His orders are, prince Zanger fhould retire: 
He would confer with you in private. 

H 3 Zanger;. 
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Zan.ger. 
Brother ! * 

• embracing^ 

MUSTAPHA. 

Zangcp ! heaven only knows or when or where 
We meet again — Find Aehmet out : the fecret 
That mofl imports my foul, on which my all 
Of happinefs^ fave thy true friendfliip, refts. 
He caii difclofe. Thus/ from my heart, faieweU 

SCENE VI. 

MuSTAPHA. 

He comes. A namelefs terror flirs my fou^ 
And fpreads fevere difquiet thro my bofom. 
Why fhould 1 fear? The man of guilt alone 
Shoidd feel diforder. *Tis but nature's frailty j 
Th* unbidden trembling of the various heart. 
Where hopes and. fears arife, and pais by turns,. • 

SCENE VII. 

SOLYMAN, MuSTAPHA. 

SoLYMAN, after afaufe^ and homing crdertd^ 
by Jignsj all hh attendants to 'withdranv, 
Muftapha, fit. My order is obey'd : 
And thou art come. 

MuSTAPHA* 
V 
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MuSTAJ»HA. 

While life inwrms this frame. 
Your will, my Lord — 

SOLYMAN. 

It now enjoins thee filence. 
Attentive mark my words, and on thy life 
Reply not, till my nod commands ananfwer. 

When that Eternal Power, whofe will is fate, 
Firft call'd me to the cares of royalty. 
And when thofe arduous cares had tnm'd my (earch, 
Oa each fide round, for fome dire£Ung light, 
Some fair example that might gaide my fteps ; 
I found inilead, o^er all our eaftern world. 
One total face of ignorance and nighjt. 
And myriads i&etchM beneath of dreaming flaves» 
Thisfte}*]! darknefs, to a people, rude 
As nature at the birth of human l^d; 
Seem*d venerable ; feem'd the proper flate 
Of greatnefs : and, as blindnefs is moft vain> 
^he proud barbarians, all they knew not, fcom'd* 
Amid this gloom |»-ofound, IcaiVmine eye 
Back to th' exilighten'd times of Greece and Rome t 
WJicn cherifh'd fdence, like the rilen fun, •* 
O'er earth's'glad face diffiisM it's fruitful beam^ 

H 4 And 
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Andy where it (hone, th^human bofom wann'd 

To thought exalted and heroic deed^ 

Their ftory I revolv'd ; remarked the plans^ 

From age to age by chiefs and fages trac'd. 

That make peace happy, or juft war fuccefsful : 

And, as I red, with pleaikig wond^er own'd» 

To what fair heights, above our bounded fphere, 

Inftrudtion and example Hft the mind I 

Till,- what I long admired, at lall I darM 

To emulate : nor was the trial vain. 

Heaven feconded my views. My ncighboars round 

Rever'd thofe arms they dreaded : and, yet more ; ' 

From far Euphrates eaft, to where it's wave 

Thto chrilHan climes the weftem Danube rowls^ 

A hundred realms my gentle fceptre bleft. 

But chief my fkmily ; where blood-fhun'd rage 

No longer rioted in fcenes of death : 

No fon has bled, no brother pin'd out life, 

Sunk in fome dungeon, tofecure my throne. 

Thee, of thofe fons the firft, and beft belov'd, 
J cheriih'd with fuperior fbndneis ; reared 
In arts and arms ; with moralrand with honor 
SeafcnM th/ tender thought : whence, to my ftlf 
I hopM a grateful heir ; and, to mankmc^ 
When heaven ihould fummon me, a gracious mailer* 

Thi 
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This have I done : but, where is my reward ? , 
What hope^ what comfort for my age remains ^ 
Jf thou, impatient to afcend my throne, 
"Would'ft rather nOw invade it ; now prefume^ 
With parricidal hand, from mine to wrench 
The facred fceptre, than fubmiflive wait 
Till, after me, time and tranfmitted right 
Have made it thine without thy crime; 

MuSTAPflA. 

My Lord,, 
F«f this fndulgence, this permitted freedom. 
To heaven and you I bend my heart in thankee 
And as 1 would deferve it> all my words 
To holy truth fliall be feverely juft. 

E'er flnce reEedUon beam'd her light upon' m^. 
You, Sir, Jiave been my ftudyi I have placed 
Before mine eyes, in every light of life,. 
The father and the king. What weight of dutjF 
Lay on a ion from fuch a parent^ning ; 
What virtuous toil to fhine widi his renown ;: 
Has been my th6ught by day, my dream by nights 
True to the fair example in my view. 
My heart, indifferent to poifeis « throne,. 
Afpir'd but to deferve that envy'd feat,, 
Where true content was n^ver known to fit!. 
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I fought renown in amis i yet, O believe me,, 
Jt was but as a fpur to nobler deeds ; 
A &ri6i engagement not to faint or tire. 
In glory's ardaoos race r if haply fo 
I might deferve a parentis conrtedpraife,. 
The great firil aim of all my hoAeft. toils. 
Bat chief, and ever nearefl to my hearty. 
Was this prime duty ; fo to frame my conduct: 
Towards fuch a father, as, were I a &ther. 
My foul >^ould wifh to meet with from a fon.. 
And may reproach txaniinit my name abhor'd'. 
To lateft time — if ever thought was mine 
Unjufl to filial reverence, filial love I 

SOLYMAN. 

But yet, the genius of imperial mle,. 

All-incommunicable, kitbws no equal ;r 

Nay knows no fecond. Thou haft borne thy felf 

Above a fubjeft's ftate : by fecret arts,. 

By dangerous popularity, hail dar'd 

To taint my armies, and divide their homagOi». 

Too well I know the native bent of man : 

From towering thoughts to traitorous defigns 

He climbs apace. If I at laH mull fear 

A rival in my flave — for fuch thou art— 

Thy virtues all are crimes.. And were there none^ 

Not 



Not one of Othman's. blood to heir Us empire ;»- 
By that eternal Mind who form'd my foul ! 
if guilt is found upon thee — true, thy father 
Will be unhappy — but thou art undone ! 

MUSTAPHA*, 

And may that Power, whofe ever-waking eye^ 

Explores the depth of human hearts, and fees. 

Each wiih,, each fecret purpofe, rifing there^ 

Dilclofe all mine before you ! O my lather^ 

Source of my being, ever lov'd and hoxK>r'dj. 

Yes, let inquir)', rigorous inquiry,. * 

Call the whole tenor of my life to trial,. 

Severe, impartial triaL If fuch crimes 

Have ftain'd me but in thought ; let open fliamr^ 

Let tortures fuch as wait the wretch accurs'd. 

The parricide, attone their guilt.. 

Sol Y MAN. '^' 

This weacd^ 

A face of virtue. — ^Muftapha the fether 

Would favor thee^. the judge muft know no biafs^ 

Their differing titles call me feparate ways ;. 

And each would have it's^ due. 

MUATAPHA. 

•My faHingr, Sfry. • ^ 
WHt A^aot th'indulgence of ;! father's love : 

H 6> Mf 
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My honefty of heart d2axs well abide 
The jadge^s ieardung eye. — O thinks my Lord ;; 
Why am I here alcme ? Had my own thoughcL 
Borne evidence againll me> would I thus 
Frovoke cxaqnination ^ thus embrace 
Perhaps the nobler, but th'^uxiiafer, part ^ 
For I have foes— 

Sol TM Alt* 
What foes ? ie warned, andknovv^ 
By chargii^ others, guilt behind diat vail 
Would ly conc^al'd,, would hide it's own dark amis*. 

MUSTAPRA^ 

Look on me. Sir.. Sufpeded tho J be,t 

I am your ion ; I ftill inheritfrom you 

A generous pride thatcamiot ftoop to vileneis^. 

The vilenef&of a lie. MofI true, my foes. 

Had form'd a fell defign againft my life- 

SOLYMAN., 

Ua ! what ^figa? 

MUSTAPHA.. 

By poiibnto deftroy me*. 

SOLYMAN,. 

?ctti«n? aftonUhjBientl 
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MVSTA?HA. 

And ofa kind? 
Exalted to fuch power, fach deadly keenn^fs,. 
That he, the flave, who firft cffay'd it*s rage,. 
Tailed at oace and ditdl 

SOLYMAN, 

Merciful heaven i\ 

MUSTAPHA, 

My people faw, with horror and amazes 

How near the verge of unieen fate I flood i. 

They ikw another by my death expife,. 

The death for me prepared, that thro his ffame^ 

Shot mortal fwoonings, fhot convulfive pangs ; 

Then kiird him on the inftant.. This they iaw^ • 

And trembled to behold. 

Sot YM Air. 

I tremble too V. 
I {hudder at the dreadful tale— —^O nature t: 
A parent cannot baniih thee fbr ever-— « * 
Was no en<][airy made I Can'ft thou not guef»< 
This cruel foe f 

MUSTAPHA\ 

I can forgive, my Lord;. 

SOLYMAN.. 

What fixould Ithink ?— Thy brothers are thy friend^. 

My 
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My Roxolana but 'tis moft prophane ^ 

To mention her. She never was thy foe. 

MUSTAPHA. 

I never gave her caufe. 

SOLYMAN. 

Her faith ,to me 
I oft have prov'd, and ever found fmcere. 
Her tongue too has been lavifh in thy praife : 
By heaven, it has. 

MuSTAPHA. 

Betwixt my foes and me . 
Let heaven be judge. -^ — But if their arts can win 
On him, a fatjier whom my foul reveres 
Wjth all the iandity of truth and love, 
To think mebafe, ungrateful, and unjdl : 
^ Hear, honor ! and approve me while I fwear * 
I envy that poor flave ! I would be now * ^nulu . 

As he is?— Pangs like mine were well exchang'd 
For death's ftiort agonies 

SOLYMAN. 

» ' Forbid it, virtue! 

Thou muft not talk thus. ^ ^ 

MuSTAPHA. 

Had I perifh'd then, 
-■ Sweet peace had clos'd mine eyes ! dying aflur'd 

YOIL 
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You never thought me falfcj aflur'd, my fate 
Unmerited) untimely, would have drawn 
A tear of pity from a parentis eye 
AJas ! my Lord , 

SOLYMAN. 

O Muftapha— my Ton !— — * 
Por fuch again thou art, bclov'd ! endear'd I , 
I mix my tears with thine^ 

MUST*APHA. 

My king and father f 
Tis joy,, 'tis blifs too powerful clouds my fight 
With this foft moifture. 

SoLYMAN. 

Hence each doubt and fear>. 
Children of dark diftruft. My foul receives thee ' 

To love and confidence. a^nd now, my (on— 

The fecret long conceal'd and laboring here, 
I will difclofe before thee — but, ah ! whence 
Thefe fliouts that tear the fky I Olman,. what news ? 

SCENE VIIL 

S O L y M A N, MuSTAPHA, 
OSMAN. 

My Lord, a fuddcn mutiny fpreads fwift 
Among the troops. The Janizaries chief 
Pour from their tents^ and cry aloud to arms ! 

SOLYMAN. 
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Sol Y MAN. 
Confufion !— Muftapha, what may this mean .^ 

MUSTAPHA. 

So heaven befriend my foul as I am lofl 
In horror and amaze — But hafte, my Lord, 
And meet boldtreafon in it's mid career* 



S C E N E IX. 

SOLYMAN, MUSTAFHA, OSMAN^ 
RUSTAK. 

Appear, great Emperor,, or all is loft ! 
The foldiers arm'd, and furious in their ragCj 
As if one foul of treafon reign'd in all. 
Surround your tent— 

SOLYMAm 

How ! — Muftapha, I will not: 
f renounce thee guilty — ^Butthis hour muft fix. 
The nameof fon or parricide upon thee.. 

MuSTAPHA. 

Sir, I provoke the trial.. 

S C E N E. 
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•SCENE X. 

RUSTAN. 

Curft event! 
The danger imminent and fare is mine« 
Should they'demand my head-^By heli I ^is thein • 
To (ave himfelf, the Sultan will refign 
Hisminifter : that fatal policy 
Long coftom has made facred^— *>Dire ambition ! 
By following thee, I headlong urge my ^te. 
And change fecore repofe for wretched ftate. 



Tbe End of the Second J3i 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

RoxQLANA, Mufti, 

ROXOLANA. 

WHERE will this fearful revolution end ? 
And who mufl fall the facrifice of fate, 
Ruftan or Muftapha ? 

Mufti. 

Their fury feems. 
As if inflam'd, and checkM, by one fole will* 
Unlike the wavering multitude. 

RoXOLANA. 

THatfliows 
Moft terrible ! 

Mufti. 
It would te~-but for hta. 
Their idol Muftapha, whoie pride of foo l 
Or call it loyalty—will furely prompt him, ^ 

With oftentation, to reprefs at once 
The ilorm his fancy'd danger has awak*d. 

RoXOLANA. 

Doft thou believe fo, Mufti ? 
Mufti. 

Hold it> Madam» 

A molt 
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A mod* undoubted truth : and that on you 
No other labor lies, but to perplex 
By lludy*d doubts and fears the Sultan's fpirit; 
To hint his certain ruin from a fon 
So dangeroufly powerful o'er the paflions 
Of men inur'd to turbulence and treafons. 

' ROXOLANA. 

My better angel warns me fjom thy lips : 
And> Muftiy thou ihalc £nd me nobly gratefuL 

Rultan, what newt I 

* 

SCENE II. 

* RoxoLANA> Mufti, Rvstak* 

RUSTAN, 

This tumult threaten^ more 
Than even my fears furmiz'd. Already were 
Thofe daring traitors ipred around the grove 
That fhades this tent ; a mighty hoit in arms» 
Outragious> clamoring high for Muftapha, 
And menacing perdition to his foes ; 
But chief to me. 

RoXOLANA.. 

Audacious flaves ! — but oik 

RVSTAN* 
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RUSTAN. 

In that nice moment, Solyman appear'd 
Superior and unmov'd. At fight of him, 
A fpace they ftood confounded and appalPd. 

Mufti. 
The multitude unaw'd is infolent j 
'Once feiz'd with fear, contemptible and vain» 

RuSTAN. ^ 

Yet, Mufti, wJben they call their eyes abroad 
On their o\yn gather'd ftrength, rekindled rage 
Spoke loud their madueis in tempefhious ihouts. 
And mingled uproar. I beheid from far 
The various horror ; how at once they rag'd. 
At once kept filence: and, as^ thwarting paflions 
By turns prevail'd, were dreadful and difinayM L 

RoXOLANiU 

What foUow'd this? 

Rust AN. 

Juft then— but I coujd wilh 
To leave that part untold — the prince rufli*d in j . 
His look with grief and anger deep imprcfs'd. 
His bofom naked to their fwords — " Strike here ;. 
" Here point your rage, he cry 'd. I, only I 
•* Am guilty — if your impious arms have dar'd, 
*^ In violation of th' allegiance due 

<* Froa 
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^ From fubjeftsy chief from me, to menace him 
**- Who reigns fupreme o'er all/* 
Mufti. 

Why did they not, 
O projphet ! fairly take him at his word i 

RxrSTAN. 

This, with ftrong tranfport utterM, and enforced n 
By burning tears, which indignation fhed, 
Amaz'd, abafh'^ them into fear and fhame. 
At once they crouded round the rais'd tribunal ; 
Threw down at once their arms, and proftrate begged 
For pardon, or for death, — I would not dwell 
Upon the fequel. Muftapha's demeanor- 
Has won anew his father's heart, and wroaght 
A £rmer reconcilement. 

ROXOLANA. 

Wrought our ruin ; 
If this be fb. 

Mufti. 
An enterprise iifce ours, 
Rais'd to this &teful point, muit be aocompliih'd^ 
Or crufli it's authors. 

RUSTAK. 

There is no return. 
No ; we mufton, mufl pafi the perilooa flood: 

Tq 
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To venture backward from this depth, we rifle 
Inevitable finking* 

ROXOLANA. 

Ha !— it dawns : 
Thy counfel. Mufti, breaks upon my thought* 
Like morning o'er the ihades of night. We yet 
Shall counterwork our fate. This paper too. 
Even from the friends of Maftapha procur*d. 
May ferve to urge his fate.— The Sultan comes. 
Retirej my Lords-- — Stay, Ruftan : I may want 
Thy prefent aid. Now recoiled thy foul. 
And fecond what I fay* 

SCENE III. 

SOLYMAN, RoXOLANA, RuSTaN. 
SOLYMAN. 

Prefumptuous flaves I— 
Thefe accidents in fuck a ilate as this is. 
By laws unfix'd> are ever to be fea-'d. 
Are often fatal — This alarming ftorm 
Is pafl, my love : and the the rage of tiunjulti 
Has from old time Ihook fore our empire's frame. 
Nay buried monarch in the general wreck> 
This MI catt focgive* . It ihew'd me pk'n 

The 
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The foul of Muftapha. With care I watch'd 
Th' emotions ijpringing from his inmoft breaf^, 
There where no art has power ; and found them triie 
To virtue and to me. I know this news. 
To her whofe dearefl happinefs is Hiine, 
Will be moil welcome. 

ROXOLANA. 

You are ju/l, my Lord; 
Jaft to us both. I triumph in your joy. 
And wifh it all fincere. 

' SOLYMAK. 

Long peace, I find. 

But nuries dangerous humors up to ftrength. 

Licence and wanton rage ; which war alone 

Can purge away. I will rcfume my arms : 

And he, the Perfian monarch, who has dar'd 

Infult'my frontier on it's weakeft fide, 

Shall.feel their edge once more. Some ftiew of conqueft. 

Some flight advantage by hi« troops obtain'd — 

I fought not there — ^has (weird his inborn pride 

Above all equal bounds. But ere the fun 

Lights up another mom, my- powers fhal} hence 

To fcourje that pride. A rougher feafon now. 

My Roxolana, mufl divide the hearts, 

Itihallnot change. 

8 Rox- 
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ROXOLANA. 

Mine is not in the power 
Of time or accident. This faithful breafl 
Will know no hour of joy, till favoring heaven 
Reftore you, bright with conqueft, to thefe aniu* 
But— is all well, my Lord? 

SOLYMAN. 

AUwcU! 

RoXOLANA. 

Aks! 

SOLYMAV, 

Ha ! what alarms thee ? 

RoXOLANA. 

Does my Lord believe. 
His lowly handm^ loves him ? 

SOLYMAN. 

Moll: unkind ! - 
Why doll thou kneel, and hang upon my robe •* 

RoXOLANA. . 

O Solyman — ^But wilt thou then foigive 
The woman's foftnefs ? thofe preiaging thoughts 
That wiih, yet doubt thy fefety ? 
' Solyman. 

Safety ! wbat# 
What woiidft thou lay ? * 



Rox- 



MUSTAPHA- 169 

ROXOLANA. 

O may my fears be vain ! 
But when my bought recalls this horrid tumalt ; 
Recalls th' unbounded infolence that (pred 
So fafty and rag'd fo high ; when I revolve 
The caufe that fpirited thofe fadious men 
To fuch bold outrage — can I chufe but weep. 
And tremble for thy life ? 

SOLYMAN. 

My life! 
RusTANy ajide, 

WeUlaid, 
Exquifite woman ! 

RoXOLANA. 

Have they not prefumi'd. 
From idle rumors — ^rumors too that fix 
On you the brand of murder— here to judge 
Betwixt you and your ion ? to give you laws } 
As if the finrereign power was in their hands ! 
And you their flave ! 

SoLYMAN. 

Ha ! — ^Roxolana — ^Ruftan f 

. RUSTAN. 

She fpeaks a dreadful truth ! Power is no more. 
Authority is loft, when fubje^ dare, 
-Vol. II. I With 
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With carious bQldnefi,. &^]j^ mailer's right. 

Control his noyalfleafiirc,, and rejudge 

His higl^eQ s^£^ CoiUeix^t uiikM^dioyeiftiipv 

Contempt I-rp«»i^tipjot !— AfU I Mifs^ &1)^ 
To that difhpip'? 

Youai^pftB^yowriafi. 
Great, valiant, glorious ; b^tiiiigrateful fubje6b» 
Wanton with we|l()i.9A4.^^c> ^^7 wifh to change 
The happy prefen^ fca th- uROai^n future — 
Alas, I gji^tOQ fef.: you droop, my Lord, 

SOLYMAN. 

Away — Whatfhould.Ifcj^r? 1^ ion's known virtue 
Forbids ^dottbt €if hip^ 

Rqxoujlhju 
How I have b»% 
How oft wi«h raptoic; <iwelt iipo» h^smune^ 
You, Solyman, bed know. Bnt^ivt^n^w 
Shall triumph o'er that fondnefs-r-This wiU fl»^. 
He with a breath appeas'dv 

SOLTMAK. 

Htfdid. ' 

Grant JMvm 

Ker 
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Her fears be idle ! ThttfkMebreatk can raiie 
Afecond; blow is into tenfold rage. 
And biditburfi ODUi*-^Wottld thai were afit 
The rifen ^empoft, %i«sidiBg broader fHll, 
May reach even Myniftff ; may break permckms 
Even on his iacred head ! fbr who will then 
Bid the rousM ocean peace ? or drive it's furgo 
WiA govern'4 fury ^ 

SoirMAN. 

Hold I then a crown 
Precarious and dependient on the nod. 
The caprice of anothw' ? — Roxolana ! 
Thou doft not think fb. 

Roxolana; 
Would I could not think it. 
O who can found* the- fecrethe^ of man ? — 
Pardon my anxious love — His thoughts are hid. 
His real aims unfeen : his power is known* 
Is evident and felt. 

Solyman; 
WoHMUi! by-heaven! 
Thy words dart light- into my darkened foul- 
There muft be treachery. Who told thofe rebels 
rfoughthis life? What fHend of minewtmld fay» 
Thardang«i' thfeattfii^hiei | 
1 z 
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RUSTAN. 

O juftly thought 
DidRoxplana, did your flave, whofehead 
They loudly call'd for, bid the traitors xik. 
To plunge their dagger* in our breafts i 

SOLYMAN, 

*Tis plain.— 
Who, who would be a father ? — ^Friends, you weep 
In pity of my fate !— I too coQld pour 
A breaking heart in tears^ 

,0 may the news. 

This paper holds, be falie as calumny^ 
As malice can devi/e. 

SOLYMAN. 

-. What news ? what paper? 

Whence comes it? 

RUSTAN. 

From Jmafiof Sir: a flave 
Delivered it but now, 

SOLYMAN. 

I dread to look 
Upon this fatal paper — ^Ha \ it Ipeaks 

<< Of peace at hand ; of terms the Perfian offers*'*— « 
*' That monarch courts with ardent love and fervke 

« My 
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" My fevorite (bn" — Why trembles thus my frame ? 

What dire fuggeftions, conjur'd up at once. 

In fiend-Kke Ihapes, fpread horror thro my breaft ? 

Where am I ? — ^What ? — deposed ? plung'd in a dungeon^ 

To drag out weary life to it's lafl verge, 

A ilaVe ! a namelefs reptile ! — Thefe ftrong warnings 

Are heaven's impreffive hand.— But how refolve ? 

How fatisfy my Vengeance and my fame ? 

My flormy foul yet knows not, dares not yet 

Acknowledge to itfelf* 

RdxoLANA looking afier him. 
The Mufti foon 
Shall clear that doubt. 

S C E N E IV. 

RUSTAN. 

We zft not yet fecure. 
Fond nature m«y return, and baffle all 
Our labored fchemes.-^Ambition ! deadly tyrant ! 
Inexorable maikr ! what alarms. 
What anxious hours, what agonies of Jieart^ 
Are the fure portion of thy gaudy Haves ? 
Cruel condition ! Coold the toiling hind. 
The fhivering beggar, whom no roof leceires, 

I 3 Wet 
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Wet with the mountain-ihow^, ajid crouchiB£ Io«f 

Beneath the naked cliiF, his only home ; 

Could he but read the ftatefman'$ fecret br^^ 

But fee the horrors there^ the wounds, the Qtabs, 

From furious paflions and avenging guilt : 

He would not change his rags and wretchednds^ 

For gilded domes and greatnefs t 

SCENE i. 

Rufian! yeir 
Alone and mufing^— -Soft : Ivti&ttpstA ; 
Th' indignant rage my honeft bofom fwells with,. 
And (peak him hit. 

Rust AN. 
I heard a noile— Prince Zanger f 
Zahoer. 
Vou (eem wrapt up in meiditation, viair« 

. RUSTAV. 

I have been thinking .what Awet peace 4itteftd» 
The homely fl»epberd*£ Hie. 

Ctefiichalilb 
Provoke^* gcou nwf s^envy .* 

RVSTAN* 
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" I mufl attend the fultan, 

ZaN<3£R. 

Vizir, Hay : 
The fultan is retired, I faw and mark'd 
* His village, ruffled with tempeftuous paffions. 
I know the dreadful caufe; thou toomuii know. 
Some inllant peril menaces a life 
That mine but Uves in. R«i^n> by tiie names* 
The facred names of honor and renown ! 
Now join thy influence with mine* and fave 
The nobleft of his race. 

RUSTAN. . 

Save whom* young prince ? 

ZAKGEa. 

Whom ! holds the world a fecond Moftapha f 
Vizir* believe me, this one glorious deed* 
W«i« thy life IlainM and fool widi every crijkie> 
Would wa(h out all. 

RVBTAK. 

Yon modi ama%e me* prince. 
Is it for me to traoR the fecret fprings 
That aa my fovereign's will f otctoft it^ workings f . 
Be §B tiiatxunous raihnefs from my thought* 

1 4 But 
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But whence this deep alarm ? I have not learnt 
What &te impends o'er Moftapha— and yet 

Sappofe ^'twere death. 

Zanger. 

Ha I Vizir 

RVSTAN. 

Yours, my lord* 
Is all the gain. 

Zanoer. 
O prophet I 
RvsTAir. 

He removed. 
You are this empire's heir. 

Zanoer. 

By that fole Being 
Who governs all events { I would not reign. 
In wrong to him, the mafter of mankinds 

RUSTAN. 

Fine air*built notions, prince. The wife have thoughts 
That power, howe'er acquired, is fovereign good. 
Devoted to your fervice, let me ipeak 
With ufeful freedom. Be advis'd in time ; 
Renounce a friendfhip that avails not him, 
And may to you prove fatal. 

Zangbr^ 
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Zange'r. 
• Sare thcmtiolt not, 

All-ibtefiiiftn as ^lou art, thou canH Act mean 
The horrors thou haft utter'd ? Wei« I, Vizir, 
This empire's lordy my firft, my deareft care. 
Should be rewarding thee, even to die fiilU 
For giving righteous couniel. 

RUSTAN. 

My advice 
Beipeaks my hearty love, and merits not 
Such harfh and proud returns. 
Zang^r. 

Thou earth-bom flave !— 
I thought to have rellrain'd me— —but thy bafcnefs 
Arrouies me beyond difleinbling. No : 

Thy couniel perifti with thee Heaven ! is he. 

Are fuch as he the men whom princes truft ? 
And muft the fate, the fafety or deftru6Uon 
Of millions, each lefs guilty than himfelf]! 
Hang on the breath of one whom thou mufl hate ? 
O providence ! is human race no more 

The objedt of thy care ? Why end I not,. 

Even here, his life and crimes ? 

RUST.AN. 

Prince, have a care : 
Nay, handle not your fword, Thefe ftarts of youth, 
I 5 Swelling 
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Swelling and frantic, touch no^ move not me. 
Yet know««*»tliBt but for her, my royal nufbeiv 
Who loves A9ts a&d 19 whom mif dutf bmdi-^ 
This thr^ iftight €cft dite 4kHr. 

SCENE VI. 

How could I hop« 
To melt a heart like his ? What now remaps ? 
Said ht, my mother loves me f then I know 
When even her bread is vuIneraUe. Yes ; 
Ii is determined— If my friend muft fall ; 
This righteous fword, thromine, ihall reach her heart. 

SCENE VIL 

MUSTAPHA> ZaNGEK. 

Zangbr. 

Nature and friendfliip ! — how they tear iny Iwfinn } 
How wound my inmoft foul ? 

Mustapha. 

What means my brother ? 
Zanger. 
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% know fklH uMi IMS wtmght this 6tal ckitiige : 
Some moments paft, the Sultan crofs'd tn^ Walk ]; \ 
His brow was knit in fhiwns, his eye look'd rain— 
This villain-flatefinan too has taUcM fach things ! 
Thy ruin is rtfehr'a On. 

MtliftAPHA. 

Beitib. 
Life is beneadi my care % fidr call I wiih 
To wear it knger, if n father deems me 
Unwordiy to ptt-tttke the common bleffinj;* 
All creatures ih^ in* 

Zanc^r. 

Mdki^fL^ iM more* 
Self-prefervation 2b heaven^ ^dkfeft law> 
Lnpr^ upon o«r namra with out life. . 
In charadem indelf Ue. Who (hrinks 
From this great caqle is wanting lo his Mafen \ 
But when our honor is traduc'dand ^abb'd afj 
Tis virtue, 'tis heiT>ic fomt(idik» 
Then io enoMsfiel' violence with force. 

MUSTAPHA. 

What force, my Zanger, (hall a fon employ 
Againft the facred life that gave him being i 
In me, refiHance would be^iiixjcide. 
That guilt I dread : I cannot ftiar to die.- 

I 6 Zanger« 
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Z ANGER. \ ^ 

Fly thea: prevent tk' enormous guilt of othei». 

By timely Bight* | 

MVSTAPHA> 

And & avow the crime 
My foes would fixt in all it's blacknefs, on me ? • 
Such cowardice were treafon to myfelf. 
Think, Zanger^ for u;s both^ 

Zai^6£R« 

What can I think,. 
But diat you charm th' unhappy breaft you wound ?; 
O Muftapha !— yet can your virtue bear. 

To fee our father ftain himfelf.witfa blood ? I 

The blood that nature,, honor, bid him fpare ? 
He is no more the monarch, Europe, Afia$ 
Have trembled at. His amorous weaknefs grows^ 
To dotage : and has robb'd him of himfelf. 
Slave to a woman's wiUt— I would forget 
She gave me birth-^and to a minifler,- 
Familiar with all guilt ; behold his fword^ 
That fhottld be drawn for juiiice, tia-n'd tomurden^j 
To perpetrate th' offence it ihould revenge ! 
And will not you by honeil flight prevent 
His fin and fliame ? prevent the fure reproach 
That muft defcend for ever on his name ?, 
The brand of murderer -iJ 



V 
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MUSTAPHA. 

Ziangcr, fhonld I fly- 
No edier choice is mine — ^I mufl nnfheathe 
The all-devouring {word. Then what enfues ?: 
Sevolty intefline tiroSl^ the baneful traia 
Of cnmes and miiibries that wait on war*. 
Shall I, good heaven ! to breathe this idle aic 
A few years IpngPTy load me with the £ns 
And blood o£ thoufimds ? ihake an empire's peace^. 
Unhinge it's frame, and rend it with convuUtons I 
Is life worth laving atfuch mighty coft ?• 
Compared with this^ can death be terrible?. 

Zanger.. 
The crime ]» theirs who ioi^ yoa into arms* 
On them 'alone» the rapines that ihall wafie,. 
The flames that ihall devour* our fields, our towns,. 
The blood .tbat ihall he. fpilt, for ever refts. 
Yet more; a prince's life is not his own : 
Not for himielf^ he lives, for.human race. 
This univerial duty to your kind 
Cancels all private bonds. The future blifs,. 
Or woe of millions, you were bom to rule. 
Hangs on your great refolvc, 

Mus- 
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J hear with wonder 
The gloriotis cpuiifel wKidh I muft not take. 
No end is noble where the means are bafe. 
What? violate allegiance/dutjr, natiiit? 
Wade on thro cruelty, rebellibn, ruin ? 
Thro all the v^ed guihinefs of war ? 
And rife tdtaapite by ten Aoufitai horrOfs, 
That fubjeds nwf, «lift» hMk cttttfe IttliMs 
A foratign, dn Qciilcd ^-^No, My ^Mtiid f 
HeavdDi mean not ttat k^ iaAnmontcf goed* 
If but by ways Hk» diefe I Gtuft fifta tH 
Brother'-^farcwd ^ I leave the woKld ^thjqr^. 
Leaving it thee ! 

Zanger. 
O cnidl-*^Hke fiiend ! 
Canft thott rcfcSvt on death, and bid me ftref 

Yes, live> my brotincr, nffi 4o inon maiHeiiicE* 
Shew wondring iot^cm wkftC a nonaidi ihduld imi 
Heaven's true vrcegerent, wftofefuperxorlbid, 
Rais*d high above the tyrant's felftlh foomefs. 
Pants but for power of doing good, rejedU 
All power of doing 111 ; who makes no war 
But to revenge his people's wrongs, no peace 
But what fecures their fafety ; courts no &me 



But 
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Bat from their happineia,: -a fttcnt he,. 
Tbe public parent / they pot (laves» butfon^. 

ThoufbiteMt|to<' TUssKnmtjetjiemaioi^ 
Perhaps the laft— Does fiiendfhip plead in vain I 
Yet if thine ear }$ A^f to Zai^r'scaD^. 
Think of Emira ! think of her, my brother. 
To whom thy fbnl Ins wedded ail it*s ti^ihes ! 
Canft thou abandon hqri be 4eaf to love ? 
The pleading voice of love, and youth, and beautf^ 
Deipairing, dying in thy.defttb t 

AJiinnidy 
What haft thou done? .Why doftAufu found my heart,. 
To ihew mt Immaan f fiail» iwful man ? 
Why, ZaR^, bMfc Ihaulraight t» light «<Myc»eiH 
I would have kept ii dMkndb.&cMi all t^ ? 
Even from m^fUt-^ br f«9t MiiilBq«60Vr ft* 
My laft unconquenible fbndncfi ? 

Seel— 
Sheconss. What grade, what noble I<w>ea w 6 iriacs» 

Yidorious, in her opening i|>riiig of charms ! 

Mvs- 
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MVSTAPHA. 

O go, my Brother ; feavc liie to myfelf: . - - - * 
My heart runs o*er with paffion, nor can bear 
Even airiendPs eye ihoold read it's tender follies%. 

SC EN E VIIR 

; EmiRA, MuSTAPHAi,, ; , ,. 

MUSTAFRA. 

Emirat' : , v. 

Emira. 
Prince !— what meui tiieft eager tremblings^. 
This troubled £lence t 

MUSTAPHA. 

Omyibul'sbeftjoy!' 
At fight of thee, I ifeel— I know not what : 
My beating heart is ail a foft oM^fibn 
Of fears and wiihes, tendaite& and tears— »< 
Blcil heaven! 

Emirtav 
My J6i:d1 — why are you thus alarm*d ? 
Ah I have you then deceived me ? Wat the peaces « 
The reconcilement with your royal fatl^er • 
But feign'd to foothe me with betraying hopes ? 
Cruel— 

Mvste 
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MV8TAP»A. 

Emira, I am mach to blame : 
And manhood murmurs at the fond conftnt 
That has expos'd thee, in this dotibtful journey,, 
To danger and alarms. Love made me weak^ 
Even made me cruel 1 

£mira« 

Prince, why am I yours ] 

But to divide your cares ? to ihare your fortunes I } 
I feel no danger, Muflapha, but thine i 
No fears but for thy fafety^ 

MUSTAFHA. 

Knowing that, 
I know too much, and therefore am moA wretchedl 

Emira.. 
Ha! thou artpalfr—why<^fl:thoa hide thee from me F 
What fatal change has happened ? 

My STAPH A* ,^ .., 

* D^ar^mlra I 
Thou amiable goodnefs ! ftop theie tears. 
There is no prefent danger; none, my love. 
But let me place thee fafe beyond the din, 
Beyond.the rage of w^p— for war is threatn'd; 
N<Jw wWte the.^cndly fhades of night defcend, 
lifit Achmet guide thee hence«. 

EmiRA* 



»«6 M O S T A P tt A. 

'^Emira. 

Inhiimaai! ch— 
You hide ibme htfrni fecret 'from mine ear. 
What leave thee ? fly with Achftiet at this hour I 
Muft then Emira be the lall to know. 
She is for ever wretched ? 

Mu'STAPHAr 

No, my love : 
Our partfngfh^U be ftiOrt— Nay, hang not on me t 
Refift not with tky tears. I muft a whib, 
Refufing thee, deny my fod itf3 toffifbrt— 
See Achxnet comes.—* ^s well. ' Retire at once. 

* Achmi6t'tubi/fm bim^ 
Angels^onduft thy 4eps t 

O loft Emira r 
5CEN E IX. 

WVStA>HA^ OSMAN* 

The foltaiv Oft wkoie head bejMOrlmdL Ideffl^ t 
Commands* my iord, yoii jboold eiqpift Ui |tilkfitt» 
Alonp la that pavilion*. 

Mvs* 
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MUSTAPHA. 

I cUbcy* 
O (acred fortitude! O heaven-born gat&l 
Befcend ; infafe thy %irtt chro my breafl ; 
That I may calmly meet the hoar of fate. 
My foes forgive, and triumph o'er their hate. 
This body let their engines tear and grind : 
But lei not all their racks ibbd4ie my mind^ 



End of ih« Third J^. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

RusTAN, Mufti, 

RUSTAN. 

THE night looks black and boding. Darkne£ fell 
Precipitate and heavy o'er the world ; 
At once extinguifhing the fun : andlo. 
What clouds afcending deepen ihade on {hade I 
Some ruffling fbonn is nigh. Bat are we fafe I 
Are we alone ? I would be ihroadedcl^fe 
From mortal eye and ear. Lift— > 
Mufti. 

AHisftill. 

Then tell n^fr— for my foul impatient longs 
To hear the news-— what has our dreaded lord 
Atlaftrefolv'd? 

Mufti.. 
I followed to his tent. 
The fcene was terrible. His mind appcar'd 
A mighty ocean ftii'd by fighting winds, 
ISs pace uncertain, fury iii his afpedt. 
His bofom heaving with convulfive thoughts^ 
By turns he call his eyes fevere on heaven ; 

By 
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By turns he bent them ^gloomy on the ground : 
A pauie of iiknce where dumb horror rcign'd. 
More wild and more expreffive to the ilght. 
Than on the ear the florm of words can pour. 

RUSTAN. 

Proceed^ my lord. 

Mufti. 
At Istft, in hroken ibonds 
By paffion rendei^d vehement and low ; 
** Mnfti, he cry^d, how iays our (acred law ? 
^ What.doominflids it on a trailed ilave, 
** Who plots defbuftion to his maftePs honfe ? 
*' In doie conjunction with their foeprofeft> 
** A rancorous heretic--^-'' 

RVSTAN* 

He meant the Perfian ; 
Who long has. courted Mufts^ha in private. 
Well, you rq^ly*d— 

Mufti. 
His blood be on my head. 
Thus fbia'd and hlsuck with complicated guilt. 
He merits more than 'death ; chief for his league 
With heretics^ a race on earth abhor'd, 
Accurft of heaven. 

RusTan. 
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Ay, that wa» well, ooy lord^i 
And after Sp)yia^*9 ovm hearts. I hope 
You urg'd it home with weight of argiiia«K|. 

I did: and proved all herefy more bUfikk 
More peftilent, than even the falie belief 
Ofchriftiw^lo^ H^ bpw^d hii head profound. 
Invoking hesyet^mMmgJNbkometi 
Andcry'*-»*^TWf.finrJw*p^»ft. N^% world. 

Then oadf0r'd.|ii^«(infifi«iil«it« 

ifca-! OflnniHBmrr 
By Azraely the angel thatmiiftifever 
His (ooi and mflOaLpMt I I was in hopes. 
His execution, Nf|ifti,.lHiii bcm iankiAd. 
This tardy vengeance dafhes half my jo(yiJ 
'Tis full of dread, and roffi^ he deadly to us. 
Would I had |u»'eseial>49i»^4 on-diis wild fea. 
Where M^krfUi^ver. £^sJ-'7€<>RftleDM tool 
Now ftw»6ll8.*llt^*««^-^ 

Away, my, losd'; 
What acQ you doing but what thoufand ftateixnen. 

Who 
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Wholiv*dand died in fanrc^luiv^ done before yon? 
He ihall not icape. I Juve frdk aocufitioii^. 
That with the fultao's piety wiU wei^ 
More ffaroQg; than all his crimes. ThisMu&aph^^ 
Is 9- rank unbeliever. 

RusTAV* 

How, mykwd.? 
The news iwvw ffliy h^art. 

Iiiyabim!dwitb2eil» 
With holy hatred to xh^ foe^iof heaven, 
Jews, Chf iitiaiu,. who poilute-onr pitm laj^ 
I would have wm^^ tliat boy to prompt his fither 
In giving to the fword thofe infidels. 
What was his anfwer, think you? 

&V|f AMU 

Icangucfi^ 

Some liberdne leply. . 

Mufti. 

He pointed to a ]daift tlMltlsgr hffaq a»9 
Profufely gay .wkh^flfweia^'^ Admiei^ k^ cry^ 
*' WifenatnJKSs vasms^hand.: a thouftad colors, 
'^ AthoiifaodQdfttv,gam.t]ifiight«)dihft^ 
** Fair.Aiiu^aaiei.fUid.gfOJil^«f^.dQftQiA 

** To 
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<* To fdfter all alike: and in return, 

** They waft theif mingled incenfe to the fky, 

«* A grateful offering there. Perhaps 'ris fo 

<« With differcnce^in opinions : this at leaft, 

«< They have their ufc ; nor fhall they want proteiUon, 

<< While thofe who hold them live, as fubje^ ihould^ 

^ In amity and peace, promoting each 

** The general wealth, obfervant of the laws, 

« And to their fovereign true." — ^Hc faid : and tum'd 

Abruptly from me, frowning fcorn and anger. 

RVSTAN. 

I thank thee for this news : but go, my lord. 
Watch near the fultan's door. I will the while 
Walk here and meditate. 

SCENE II. 

RVSTAN. 

' Uncertainty ! 
Fell demon V^ our fears ! the human foul. 
That can fupport defpair, fupports not thee I 
The fon.yet lives— the father may relent : 
What then becomes of Ruilan f — ^By the night i 
By this dead darknefs that involves the world ! 
The murderer, in ibme loAefome dungeon funk. 

Not 
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Not with more dread, more fhaking appreheufion. 
Awaits the hour, the midnight hour that brings 
Back from his tomb, in hideous viiltation. 
The bleeding ihadow of the flain— than I 
The iflue of this thing. — Hulh— 

SCENE III, 

ROXOLANA, RVSTAN. 
ROXOLANA* 

Riiflan! fpeak» 
Say, is it done ? 

RUSTAN. 

O would to heaven it were ! 
Or ne*er had been attempted I 

ROXOLANA. 

Be of courage. 
Where is prince Zanger ? 

RuSTAN. 

Madam, we are obferv'd. 
Tishe— 

RoXOLANA. 

Leave us.— I fee him much diHurb'd. 
Vol. II. K SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

RoxOLANA, afierafaufe. 

Why art thou fiknt ? Wbat lias mov'd thee thus ? 

Zangxr« 
I would have red my fentence in your eyes ; 
Whether they doom your foa to life or death. 

ROXOX^AHA. 

What woiddft thwifmy ? 

Zanger. 
O hear me; hearandfiivel 
Screen my lov*d faroAer fiT>ra die fiiamefiil fate 
That hovers o'er him ! Fly, prevent a fiitJier*— 
You only can — from plunging into blood : 
And from the fling of confcience that will goad him 
To life's M hour. 

ROXOLANA. 

Zanger^ I know thy follies. 
Deaf to Sunbition's glorious call, and blind 
To fovereign power that fpreads it's dazling charms. 
The ruling fcepUe, ftarry diadem, 

3 Before 
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Before thy i^t, and toW wtthia thf reacbs 
Unfpiritedaqdpoor! tkoii W9iil4ft dtpimd 
For food and laiment on anochar's nod : 
Grow ba&Iy old, iiuuB^ve» loft to bme. 
Nor know tKepeiiftiit*f pnvilcse, toeat 
Thy wretdied meal leaned hkt till uh&Sb, 
And tremhtmg iiQ* e«di kuM hour expaft» 
As rage or caprice |;nde» thf tyrant's w2If 
The bowl or poniard. . 

Zanger» 
B6Bi6fej«ftt(^bOtk 
Nor would I fiiffin', nor will he mfokt 
Such bratal treatment* O yon know him not: 
A foul with every goodaeft* orcry worth, 
Enrich'd, accompliihM— • 

R01IC0LAVA« 

I wSlKearnomore. 
A mother's Ibndmefs for thea bids me fhy 
Whatelfemyheartwouldfcom: anikmadiybliiMhieft 
To it's due portion of OMrtamptand wrongs. 
Shake off this dull isfUkity of foul. 
Unworthy me, defeaidng all my f<*«in^ 
For empire and for gjeiy. Bwyaim, 
Th' importwift tottel of my thoughts, is all . 

K a For 
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For thee sixjiae. Awake, expand thy views 

To greatnefs, and dcfervc my noble cares. ^ 

Zangbr. 
O facred honor ! does feme dire illufion 
Dazle my fenfe ? — I view myfelf with horror— - 
Heaven ! was I bom to be the bane of virtue f 
To baniih from her heart, who gave me life» . 
All human thoughts ? allgoodnefs? 

ROXOLANA. 

Thouhaftleamt 
Of MufUpha ! and ar^ I find, right apt 
To profit by fuch leflbns ! — ^yet — be wife : 
He who adopts his aimes may ihare his fate ! 

Zanc£&. 
What are his crimes ? 

ROXOLANA.. 

His birth-right. He was born 
To reign thy matter : he might live to lee 
A flave in Roxolana. 

Zanoer. 

Yet, 'tis heaven. 
Not Mufiapha, you fhonld accufe. 

ROXOLANA. 

z Accttie ? 

No: 
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No : fond complaining is for vulgar fouls : 
I will prevent, and punifh. 

Zamgbr. 

Then ftrikc here : 
I am the criminal. 

RoXOLANArf 

. Thy folly is j 
Thy milky foftnefi> unkform'd, unwarm'd 
By brave Rmbition» 

Zanobr» 

Rather %, notfear'd 
By hate ; not favagM by remorfelefs rage. 

ROXOLANA. 

How ! does thy madnefa lofe all reverent fenft 
Of love and daty to a parent due ? 
Unnatural and ingrate ? 

Zanger. 

What is my fault } 

ROXOLANA* 

All I am doing for thee. 

Zanger. 

Have I wilh'd I 
Have I contrived that gnUt ? 

K 3 Roxo- 
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ROXOLANA. 

YetisittktDC. 
The guilt is his who profiu by it. 
Zangbr. 

No: 
Sach gains my fi>ot mibtmces. Can a world 
A purchas'd world advantage hinit who pays 
His virtiie for At purdiafel— Yet tecall. 
My mother, ^ O recall your bett^ mind, * le huih^ 
That feeling pi^, that foft fenfe of goodoefi. 
The grace and glory of the gentler iex. 
Now» Madasi> while the fiiltao's awful wiH 
Vet wavers nnrefolv'd ; addrefi his mercy. 
His juftice, iave hixn from the worft of crimes 1 . 
Thefe moments are mofb preciou s 

ROXOLAMA. 

Zanger, riie. 
And heedful mark, me ■ ■ ^ tis my laft advice. 
My kindelb-— Rouie thee £ram this dreaming&ndaKfis 
This ibul-debafing narrownels of purpofe. 
Refolve to fecend me, so aid my views ; 
Or (hare thy brother's hitt^ 

'< ZANGSEr 
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ZANGElt. 

His htc 1 envy ; 
He dies with all his virtue^ all his fame : 
Nor is his parting foul infiilted, poifoa'd. 
By fttch dire offers*— Gracious heaven ! 

ROXOLANA. 

Go on* 
Zangbr. 

I dar^ not : natiu'e, honor, check my tongue. 

Roxolana. 
Tis well— Thou volunury wretch ! henceforth 
I hold thee as an alien to my love. 
Tremble. This hand may fend thee 
Zamger. 

Should it prove 
Another murderous prefen t 

Roxolana. 
Hal 

Za|1G£R. 

It would be 
More welcome than an cmpiie on fuch terms. 

Roxolana, 
Thy ciiiQJce be dun <. I caft thee from my heait i 

a 4 Renounce 
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Renounce thee ; know thee for no fon of mine. 
Thou flave in ibnl ! this moment is thy laft : 
This moment joins thee to thy brother's doom ! * 

* returnitig* 
Zanger — be warn'd. — I feel I love thee ftiU— 
The mother rifes o'er the woman's rage, 
And bids me fpare thee — 'Tis thy caufc I plead— 
Inhuman ! why are ^I my cares, my labors. 
If not for thee ! —Reply not : but obey 
Thou feeft my tears : in them the parent fee — 
Diffa-aft me not : my life is in thy hands. 
My Hune, my all on eardi I— -—Remember too» 
That from this hour my bleffing, or my curfe. 
Is thine for ever ! 

SCENE V. 

Zangek. 
O there needs not that : 
'TIS curie enough that I was born of thee. 

Supreme Difpofer of the world ! But no j 

I dare not imprecate thy vengeance here ! 

What can I more ? My thoughts are one wild whirl 

Of horror and defpai r ■ ■ Ah princcfs I 

SCENE 
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SCENE VL 

EmxrA) Zangbr* 

Emira. 

ftiother! 

Where 18 my Lord?— They wonld have torn me hence ; 

Have carried me to (afe iogkMrious didance : 

Love would not hear of parting I 

Zangbr, 

Heaven and eartli 

Confpire agalnil us ! Whither (hall I turn me ? 

What ihall I counfel thee — But fee-— the Sultan ! 

Emira» 

Ah where ? 

Zangbr. 

Emira-— on this moment hangs 

Our lail, our only hope.-— Fall at his knees» 

Beieechy adjure him. Youth and grace like thine 

May reach his feral, and melt him into nature. 

DHcbfe thy ftory :. tell him with thy tears> 

With ill die moving foftnefs cf di0i«fs» 

Th^ feeret of ^our hearts. Wh^ knows baj^ heaven 

May greatly interpofe it's ibverei'gn aid 

K 5 ' 'For' 
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For injured virtue and implornig love ' ■ > 
But I moft iKlice waken. 

Emira. 
Alarming tryal ! 

SCENE VII. 

SOLYMAN. 

in chaise of place there is no change of pain. 
Contending pa^ns» luging each it's daini. 
Tear up ray bofom with inteftine wal*. 
Shall treafon go unpunifh'd ? Shall I dip 
My hands in filial blood ? O fatal choice ! 
O cruel conflict ! Ha?e f Hv*d till nov^ 
A parent^not a mwderer .^ IdftaftiJii*, 
When my vAke age is iMiidmg to iJk gmve^ 
ftflioerae wsth that ilain N-— OMaftaphal 
Thou iuiik«&dfNK vsy fane ' 



What bright na 
^ttra^ my ^ciy mt dufltts mray my aigel 
WtLV^ntn^kktr pamts thofe heaven-bora miMbi 
Daoghters of paiailfe, kt cvtr yoo&g, 
fcr ever blooming ; irho on beds of flowen. 

By 
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By flreams of living wtMn, (ok repofe 
Tocrowack'kiMBortal blifs of Iiappy ibols 
With raptures unconceiv'd-— She kaeeb I mA weepti 
Emira. 

royri Sotywa n 

SOLYMAK. 

Say, beaciteotts maid. 
What may thb pofttrre mean i 
Emira. 

Si^ione of monavd^ I 
Renown'd for Tirtiie, gvcady good and juft I 
Let not a helpleis fliaager pkad in vain ! 

1 beg fcr mcfcy— • 

SOX.YMAK. 

Mercy? Ca^diy youths 
'Can charms like thine want honor ? want prpte£tion t 
Yott mufl not bneeL 

Emjjia. 
Unhappy Moftaph a ■> j* 

SOLYMAN. 

Ha! what of him? 

Emira. 
Is innocent, my Lord $ 
Is dear of every crime agaxnft a father^ 
Whom more than life he loves. 

K 6 SoLY. 
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SOLYIIAN. I 

i 

This would be fcanM« 
Yoa know hiiii then. 

. Emira. 

BeJieve tkde Areamlng eyes i 
Truth is not fairer, nor is faith more loyal. 
O by your juft renown* by all your hopes 
Of peace on earth* of paradife on high^^ j 

Be timely wam'd : revoke the dreadful doom^^ » '« 

That, giving hkn to death* will ruin you ! 
Will kill your iweet repofe of heart for ever i 

SotYMAN. 

Amazement all!— Thy words, thy mournful a^on 
Confound my thought. Say, ipeak, how is the fate 
Of Muflapha thy care ? 

Emira. 
O Solyman I 
O father of th' unhappy ■ 

SOLYAfAN. 

O my foul ! 
What can fiie mean ? Go jon. 
Emira. 

O pardon him h i 

KiMC pity on us both t— I am— his wffc— - i 

SOLYMAIU 
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SOLYMAN. 

Confufion !— — wife ! 

Emir A, 

Arm not your eye with anger* 
If 'tis a crime l evcnge it all on me i 

And in my guflung blood 

SOLYMAN. 

Rack me no morev 
Refume thy Icnfts : tell me who thou art. 

£mira» 
Aki9> my lord, you tremble with your paffion. 
But hear me with indulgence— By the love 
I bear your ion ; th' obfervant hitJti we both 
Profcfs for Solyia n all may be welL 

I bring the aobleft dowry to his arms i 
Peace to your realms, a potent monarch's friendfhip 
On happy terms obtained. 

SOLYMAN. 

Am I awake? 
Speafc^ fpeafc, and eafc my foul. 
Emira. 

la m - ■ 

S0LYMAN« 

Well, fay. 

Emira. 
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The Sophy's daughter* 

H«l 
£MtKA« 

ThecUcfkmi 
OfPcrfi a 

SOLTMAN. 

Heliaadkoiror! heaidltrwei 
Of Periia ? daughter of sny mortal foe ?•— — 
At length his ticalbns are M oenw to l i ^ ght ■ i ■ 
Perfidious! lyaugila^l 

Emtha. 
OAO,Ayloid: 
By him who fees the fou^ he is not ftUe. 
He never ksiew a thoug ht ■ 

SoLTWa.'K. 

Awa y he dies ! 

Should I and all my kingdoms penfh with K!m. 
What, hoa— — condn£t her to the women's teat: 
Let Roxolana keep herfeie>' 'Tis done. 

The conflid's ended. Ofinaa — 

SCENE 
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SCENE Vfll. 
4B0CLT11AM9 Otujkir* 

S^tTMJOf. 

Art thou privy 
Totlu9C0ii%n^f 

IfylfiUid? 

IIUkmI 
Even on the vcq;^ di'«areiicft v«i^4)f ikte : 
And one ftep mow I doafaiad her 1 Jev^ 
Her who has fav'd me— Ointan^ he (hall die ! 

CaU Rttftn ; bid the mutes be ready Stay. 

TJMttHXl diflniMf^ A» iaftothAypooitfa 
What xaa <kc iiftw alkdge ^-*-U^ Jua\ bdoM «ie. 

Whom, graciooB Sir ? 

HiflL-^Doft thou Cnfcr^ ilarc? 
This rage diftorbs my reaibiU' ■ M ylapha> 
O wreKhed Solyaaa ! 

SCBME 
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SCENE IX. 

SOLTMAlf> MVSTAPHA. 
. MVSTABHA. 

You fpcak not. Sir ; 
You fee me not. If I appear before yon, 
Tho guiltleffi, wkh confofion ; not thefe bonds. 
Nor what more fatal may enfoe alarms me ? 
The man who knows no crime ihonld know no fear : 
And yet a father*8 frown can fhake my hearu^ 
Sir, if I may be heard; if innocence 
Thus wrong'd and faflen'n g 

SOLYMAN. 

I will check the ftorm 
That heaves within, and would overflow all bomids. 
Juflice alone fhall try hkn and condemn—— 
And yet, ihall treaibn thus, detedted treaibn. 
Profane the language of fair loyalty ? 

MUSTAPHA. 

Treafon ! O by my foul's immortal life. 
This curft fedition lci3 offended you. 
Than it afflided your unhappy fbn« 

SOLYMAB. 
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SOLYMAN. 

Of that my heart has labored to acquit thee. 

Torn this way : raife thine eyes aloft to mine» 

And fix their beams with fteady gaze upon me 

** Who knovKS no crime, thoufkyft, ihould know no fear.** 

Now anfwer me ■ Art thou not join'd in leagae> 

In hellifh compad with thy father's foes? 

Art thou not— married ? 

MUSTAPHA. 

Heaven ! 

SOLYMAN. 

Ha ! does this truth 
Flafli juft convi£tion on thee ? fh-ike thee dumb I 
N0W9 whither is thy confidence of tongue. 
Thy darling licence fled ? 

MuSTAPHA. 

Then-— £irewel]« hope! 
Yet-*let me die the fame I Itill have liv'd. 
Above all falfehood, all diffimulation. 
I am, my lord : and but for that mad tumult^ 
Which broke our evening's talk abruptly offp 
(So angry heaven decreed) I had even then^ 
In all the plainnefs of difcovery, laid 
The fecret at your feet ; from full belief. 
My adtion, try'd by candor as by jufUce^ 

! Man 

! 

I 
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Mufl have procor*d fbrgivcncfi to myfelf $ 
And to £iiiira»€rownM with every gnfie^ 
With every viitne bright, your tendcreft lofc. 
^aylpioceedl 

SotTMAV. 

Breceed f What canil thoa add^ 
What am I hear, but rifing prools cm pioolsi 
That I am miferable, thou moft bafe f 

MvffTAPHA^ 

I plead not now for life: nor would I hold it 
'Diihonor'd by a father^s deep difiraft* 
Emll^rM by Ms hate« I would bat Gghtea 
Th' imputed guilt that ^igfas opon aiy lun&e. 
My fbes^ I knew,^my unrelenting foes 
Were high in yoor regard^ trufbedy be|ov'd^ 
Attached with no lefs faith to you, than fix'4 
And in dofe league combing — to ruin me. 
Their power in all if s dark extent I (aw ; 
It's baleftd influence felt. The law of heaven^ 
The voice of reafbn, urg'dme to preferve 
Myfelf from death, my father from a crime. 
Againft inveterate, unabating hate, 
J fought protefUon, fought a fiire retreat: 
And found it in the Perfian monarch's love. 
W<a^ of war's fieU ravage, wiihing reft. 



He 



M O S T A P H A 21% 

He gave hh hhcnmg^in^ttomjmaif, 
And witklier diofe fair prorsaco fnr fmti 
Had Holland toft by turns) tobennafd 
For ever to your c«ipire» on foch tncsit 
Of peace, as yoa ainl jdike iiii|[^t iq[^pnyve. 
£ehold, my )o»d» tfvcn in Iff Iftt fece6» 
The heart of Dfdh^l 

fiOLTlfAK* 

MtrtTJ^»iiA«^ 
MylM»toMI«r*HB^ 
Indife«M, M iAjpttiaBI of dMioiior 
Refign d» nuleaiifigf i^xpcct my ntc* 
Bat ob— — Emiraf— — On my knee, for her,. 
Who hot for being mhije had been nKrflhqppy» 
I beg a fiidier*s dear regard, 

SOXYWAHU 

Itttiie. 

S€ E N E X. 

SOLYMAV, RUSTAN Ot mJ^iUKi. 
^ SOIYMAN. 

Why does ttty ftr&nngeyc^«rfuc his Heps ? 

Qiit^ 
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Out, foollib nature ; leave me to the thoughts 
That fuit a monarch. He, or I muil faiL 

*Tis rage no more : 'tis reafon's deep alarm. 
Abruptly waken'd o'er the flartling view 
Of precipice and nun full before her. 
May I believe my fenfes? How ! a ^an 
Aipiring, popular, beloved and brave. 
His very virtues formidably great, 
ComhinM, confederate with my mortal foe ? 
Even wedded to his daughter .^ young tod fair» 
And mighty o'er a h<dbend'« dufUle heart I 
To diiT^ his pdffioiis,*ami hlflame his will 
With each cttrftpurpde of her &ther's hate! ' 

And ihall a tale by fmooth^t(Higu*d cunning framed 
Stagger my heart, or foothe me to falie peace ? 

Why lingers then my juflice ? While I thus 
Her awful rule obey, why feels ray heart 
llie horrors that fhould wait on guilt alone ? 
No : let me lay down empire, or aflert 
It's injured rights : and, while I weep the fon» 
Give up to death the criminal — O heaven I 

RUSTAN. 

Intears, my lord? 

SOLYMAN. 

Theie tears are terrible I : 

AmA 
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And fate will follow them — ^But canil thou guefi 
What I would leave untold ! 

RUSTAN. 

I dare not read 
My fovereign*8 fecret will. 

SOLYMAN. 

Thus then. The mates— 
Afiic's black ions — the fell and fatal band 
Whole ibuls no pity know— hold them prepared. 

SCENE XL 

RUSTAK. 

Is it then fix*d ? This inftant fees them ready. 
Afcendy from hell's profbondeil night, ye powers. 
Who aid con^racy in her dire workings I 
Engage his head, his heart, till this be done. 
And crown the work of £ite yourfdves begun ! 



7'he End of tie Fourth M. 



ACT 
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Zau'oeh* Achmet. 

THE hour grows more tcmpcftuou*. 
Zanger. 

Npt^ifair 
Remains unqucttdi'd ; bat total bUckncfs fills 
Tlic vault of nigbt, 

ACHMST. 

Look, from the turbid fouth 
What floods of flame in red dSffitfon burft. 
Frequent aad fb«»t, darted thit) die da* 
And bfokca ridfft of a AcHifcnd ckwdi, 
Pil'd hill on hitt : and hark, the thunder lOUs^d 
Groans in long roarings Aro Ae diftant gloom* 

Zakceh* 
'Tis well : and wc> O heaven ! revere thy voice, 
Thy voice of terror, meant to Ihake the hearts ^ 
Of guilty mm. What widw» their cefclv^ 
Lends force to ours. Achmet, if honor lives 
Within thy breaft ; if this tremendous caU 
Can wake thee to a deed of noble darings 

Now lave thy mafter. 

Achmet* 
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ACHMET. 

Pimce, command my iervioe* 
Be life or death the fequcl, I have learnt^ 
When honor calls, undoabting to obey; 
This worthy part is ours : th* event we leave 
To heaven's deciding care. 

Zangsr* 

I need not fiy. 
In iaving Muftapha, we iave the fiiead 
Of virtue, of mankind. But how alas 1 
For I have ibanded all a mother's hearty 
Each iburce of tendernefs profefs'd for me» 
la favour of this brother — and in vain f 
The foltan too» inexorable^ deaf 
£ven to Eroira's voice ! has ieal'd his doom. 
Amid the filence of the midnight-hour, 
A ihameful death awaits him ! 

Ac H MET. 

Juc^e fopreme I 
Is foch the lot for innocenqe decreed ? 
What can we do ? 

ZAKGJia^ 

BnvB Achmety tme, iim camp. 
Lies plunged in flumber : bottle Qooyt adorn . 

This 
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This injured virtue. Rouie the neareft bands 
With cautions hafle; from man to man difi\iiej 
In whiiper'd ooniidence» the fatal tale. 
The fecret of their hero's threateiv'd fete ; , 
Then* on a fignal given, xuih all at once 
Into the guilty room ; and bear him thence 
Among th' expeding Ibldiers. 

ACHMET. 

By the florm 
That thunders round us with redoubling peals ! 
The brave deiign has fir'd me : I will iavc. 
Or perifh greatly with him. Knows the prince 
Of our mtelition ? 

No'; nor were it fafe 
To truft his fcrupulous virtue with the fecret. 
Above all fear of death, he would not rifk 
A life this way, to make his own immortal. 
Then give we honor, firid as his, no cauie 
To difavow our adion ; let no blood. 
Even of his executioners, be fpilt. ^ 

AcHMEt. 

We will not flain an enterprize of juftice 
With deeds of cruelty. That care be mine. 
Whatihall thefigailbef 

Zanger. 
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Zakcisr. 

A biasing torch 
WavM thrice amid the trees that (hade this tent. 
My watch is there. 

ACHM£T« 

Enough. 
Zanger. - 

Farcwcl. 

AcHUMT* 

Velfejr, 

Where do we meet ? 

Zangbr. 

Behind the bbfted pine 
That bounds the lift pavilion. 

ACHMBT. 

Prince, remember! 
My jfemceJhall not linger: if I fall, 
'Tis aa, a foldier Ihould. 

Zanoeil. 

Away— the ▼hsir 
Is coming toward* us. 

S C E N E II. 

RoXOLAIfA, MVPTI» RvSTAK. 

Roxolana. 
Mufti, what a flighc 
Vol. IL L la 
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It roiriDg o^er lu^l Ii^ilM<^NFpflBdi*i &iit > 

Quakes at l!lJ&idi!dUi)j|f>lMiitar^t^^ ^ -T 

What mean flic'angry flcks 1^ "J 

".^ '■-% .^u' .--ftfe^ti.- " ;'.: /'• '^• ' f 

When the foul lab(>n iiad^ ftoa^ Mikity ^^^ 

That dread a^4 4ift8Pf iiih^ iiito^hirdb 

Fancy alann'd fees in et^ «oeident 

A h^miritat cnnM ^'lenMra vatti fmn 

Shapes ,iB^l^gliafb& «nri»%ae9iiy^liOi;^ / vV 

Pours tsnotoatk^ wMaiibsi i tfacn ihniriU) *. 

Appaa'4iiJMii4i«8l9l#|gfi3Q^ ^ 

Or k be&ieiids oar putpde. . . ; . .:< J' 

'kust^AN. 

The foldWrs ill are Kufli^d i 'i&ii't^'i^'itxf^^^ '' ' 
Still as the mtdnight-ktdkrt ' ^ Even^e hSdms, 
Whofe prying curiofiijr'IIEM dfe 
Been buiidng mtnM'as»' trenjtl^e in tht& tm 
Awe-ftnickj isftf dtreaflhnUewliKfi^iWIvtiiit • 
Are blazing rottad theirliei^^^ ^ -> - 

•''-♦-'■" -Mtrfw^ IW6-V, .•-.. . 

.A4A4i^..>d Madam, feehete"- 

';-rf* ^i. i^it fifil vv , pf Qrt .r i » ' * Aad 
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Thai MrtiliMriteiii MMfek 1^^ 

Tct, Mufti, was ilhif<B|Egiitf<L ini#'€Mita ' ' 

likriytiirii^ fM^iinite fe]^ddi 

Nor liaitM)ita^iF.«btfHri6lBd'«^^ 'v n .... .v, ^^{'.V 
Met ditkp dUift''|fHinMfil^lWTlHf^)rlM(^<ttdB^ '^-\ * ^' 

On tiiB oar4tiwflfy£i'' -od> ^v^ri«>^ <l; > ^c'; v.,j vi . ; .«;! 

OioMldgive 
When UMiftte die? 



'': l^kmftioftlmBM o*er lum? 

Taitfcllhf iOBt^'"^^'"*'^^ X^*iloioiiofi ^i/j::t^i ^.i ,' 
a VI 3 D 2 La NofT 
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Heocefbrtlk my dau«ft isit«r«S jny^ftn^* 
Fly, Ruftan, plant ftrong watchiat every gate^ 
A(ewn7«vfiMip:: Ic.tnonegqferti „ 
None enter, t$^ niMalngr ftines a,bftM|ii . .- 

All it pivpar'cU ; , The Osfrn'^a^Jf^Y Jfm^d^ •- t^ 
A numerous iiand: «idlwii| poft^dicmilnit 
Widi wilichful:fecrpg^>^owry ^^ 
Thy bovfted v|^|onBs^.4tiie,€Oiis$fd . . r 

or gi44r mnkittd^. Aatdt^f^ ^OaiiW^ 4 ^ . f 
Thy ihorl^Uv»d tQipiqA^ivfefkt w^rt^ 
That p«geant^4iWf<^ bn^ foMttif tiMHgl^: :3V 
But aid thy fees to tOEtwe thee m dcathb ^r.^ ^ioy u\ 
Come, Mufti : lo^rar«ak. ^^ 
«-• .. ... *^ I ■ '. 

. 'S C ElN'&'-'yHI..: .-=»'.>» 

-. -y. t.; ; >-;. . <••-« - 
RQX01.4.NA. ~ 

And dreadful, )^^,,f)^^,^I|^„i»f^p#J, 

The foUtfiy how* «>f »»Jf *'«>«»Kl»*Tf!<<':> sJ Hrfi t!: r 
p{ fr^«jy iiia.>WliD|;oesdicKJ^Hiiwiftl»JwoiJdaot 

r. w SCENE 
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t^MlKA, R0X0LANA« 
'fiKCniA. 

' * • ' ■ - fly not, madam : 

Formi&iy iia^fore'a xtidiirnfUl figkt 
To pity, even to reference. Jfjonr&nd 
Is u-ttly n>yal» ia|idadaro» ibe keigbt 
Of your imperial JEbrtfoie^ /you wtlLw«ap 
The woesyea havo not kaiiowii* If mercy lived» 

If gentbaefi yet^wiib herfoiieft fi^fttjt 

Where on^^flii joy*d to dwdl^ a woman's htpA ;?^ 

O Roxolana — by theie jnelting^eyes ! 

By this imploring pofiure ! iiov^ exert 

YoQr thoi^d wi^t ofxharmiiig I^im you love t 

Wake natur^ rc^on, in id% heart ; to fitve 

A hero who fapports hiy tbtpne, a fon 

Who fears no dlaUi MifroOi khtktr^s frown. 

Think, for this i^ol^le ad, >ow iair.yom: name. 

How bright with praafe, to nations yet ttdMltii ^ 

All-Iovcly Will dcfcenfl f^Ydu hear me not 

Ah, madam, this WzfyHH ycror ^^g^^f - in tfie' 

J^o comAiW!Sl}f)fi^t Tmlterr. ^' Iti^ 
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groandlefi pride !—^t tmt to hmm aioM 

1 could have bov^ me^a^ = ^ ^ y^ 

ROXOLAMA. 

Hw kept me fileiA: let implead my pardbfi 

That yoii have ^nelt fi> long. Nay, dry your lettt : 

Myfcif will fend MFWf?,f5^}fPJir,W»»»V^ 

And end for^rcr alfy^iir d/^ab^,aDdf^fcj|3,;> x - " ; <i 

What inrol««ee-#AM«^««kf'i\jri/'v^''^**^«»S '^ 
O man ! wluu d^^M^Ml^im^ "-'" ^^ 

mi thy owimime''mgivM'miiM;''- ••* 

And (Irwmf'iii i^^^ipti^r'''^ "^^ 

.nv'Oil t' i-Viiifx: ^i.'Jt^id I'Ynf. cr: z\^>'\ Oil'?/ 

.ft^^H^f?^ «ven in dcat^ 1 1 

Smih*. 
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JJefend me, heaven, ffp^itM 4iftra£Ung thought I 
O ipwft mhumjm q«ccp !— What I lofe thcc then ? 
Thus lofe thee— in thy fio^tmg ^"'^.o^ ^>^. -■_ ^ ' r 
With all thy honors green and fragrant on thee ? . 
Mustafha. , 

If I have rigiit employed this fa^ty fpan, _^ ^ , , 
»T» life's full meafure : honor is old age. 
Were I not torn from thee, from thy lovM bofori)^* 
To die Is to be happy; ^iracJousf heaven ' 
Ih torcf to mankiiDd has made lift Ihort ; 
BUe wrongs and ftfficringa, dur fare portion here. 
Would be fiip^ordefi lend S / . 

.,;.•.., ';-,.,. :BmKA. ■/ . '' *\- ••>'•' 

Shall ri|h^i«i««^^ 

To muders, ^eottttfrdm die>kfeft ti^aMf^ : M 

Attempt thy faatd lift I, ^' -,•/*' :• - ^^ 

vh ^ A fj Tbecaafe alon* 
For which ^fitfemAesdieAtteterribler/ '"' 
What can he more/ with alibis terrors armM, 
When we oppbfi feir iriiiui tt)*hfs 'How, ' ' ' "^ ^ 
Stot firft enlarge lie fctil toTiBerty i ' 
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Andthcatoyifiimmoital? I will mm Iiim^ 
This foe of nature, with the £i«ae calm brow 
J oft have fc^n and fought Mm ttro the ranks 
Of raging war—To fpare a father's crime. 
Would I had found him there I 
£mira. 

Arc then my hopes 
All fled for ever?— Have I Kv'd to this f 
O Muflapha— yet let me iharc thy htc : 
Yes, pcriih with thee. From thy firmer heart 
My weaknefs will draw ftrchgth, and meet the doom. 
That muft involve us both, ferenc and fearlcis. 

A^USTAPHA. *. 

Thou angel- virtue f this is death's iharp pang. 
This tendemeft that pains me into agony. 
Thy lover and thy huftand whd Ihould ihtcld. 
Should cover thee fitfnr ev^ry fear, alas I 
h trembling with tlqr fofbefs ! 
Bmikav 

Mylov^dlord! 
^oul offny wiflierl gbry of my thoughts ! 
Your father— has he then renouBc'd that name I f 
Call from his heart humanity and honor ? 
Can it be pofibfe ?■ * ■ » " Yet let me fly, 

Affaiill 
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Aflault hiqWipigCS jtfl^^y ^^»-a«4 ^^^ 
The god within his breaft ! . . ^; >^ -. . 

_._,..,'. V Mygcmfehwcs I 

It will not he. Thc.fecrft of pur huptiats , 
Untimely ^^^J?^^lY'^ I ^ know not how. 
Has fix'd my^^ jn;^cablc. 

]^MI11A. . . 

Oh!. 
My lord t »y life t . I . ;\ 

Muj^T^«(4^, ;; .:. . ,^ .^ . .;; 

'W;io!*dpfttthoo trcmMe ? why 
With this i^mxd^tJifior grafp my hand ? 

'-'::":^') ,: {• '^iM. : ;?,:,.', . T 
Ah UsO^^^rrrrri. .-, . . . '■,.>. .'• 

t , ."V^Jwddft ^<^ knowr:-P hprror! 
The ,««^V.igji^ f^»M Ap^X ^9^^^ ■ V .- ^ 

That hw^SISP^t^^., , ..s : < ^ 

I4U.STAPJ(^A., 

Sio nay heaytn lecetve 
My^iiyiing Ibul; as anger and revenge^ 

L s Aa 
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All bat my love for jdiM» ^ '.^..V 

' ^'t :P g?itf«ffct«— ■ 
When injiir'd yirtne not QpKraidi'oiir CcuQc/j '/' ' '^ 
Bot phies, butfirgiv^te ; Ai bJne^jpan^ ' ' ' ' ' • ^ 
Our ibiil then &d»]5 e^ &i^ tt^bt ' ^ ' / ^ 
Stfike here^ any Icvd. 

Ha! wbftt^'lkyfi^aSf - 
ftecoil to hea^t)^ ^ tim^H^'^ 

>r you Bot kAt& ader fisik^* ' ^wa» J^ P hmnnji ■. 

:mir4i/^L ... 
ThoatkidrtftI flbii«^^^ 
Now ami inofttpn^dMl^iblk^^^ «^ 

My heart— I bluft tiA&]^ eouUbe bdb--^ 
Was liibiag to ftt^k^ kifeftM^ fiiena, 
WhofefiiUtiti&bit kiui^ttis^ne 01. thbiih^iOir^aii^ 

cifrRA. 
Thy frieodc are innoceUtr Even Sotymanit . ' 



li 



tl tS S IT M f fir Al i:^y 

Even firtrf Roscoiaail, both wtr«?ftcn& ' ' ' * ^ '^ 
To ijie^— -Emfca wm thy o»Sy*lbe.' ' ^ ^ ^'' ■''''■ ' '^^ 

Thy¥?!iftlsd£(tniafte^^ Inudidieacowaid> 
ForgctfuioFihy hamej'tuiwbrth^thec.' • '" "'* ' 
It wasthcfwccttaeecfibffendci^cftldve/ " '^ ""' 
Led thee to plead a daughtcrWafcred >ilSHfi ■ - ' "^ 
In Solyiiiaa: and fare if aught ofi^lrAy * 
^ If htunan infloence it^ti liaVe found his heart. 

Thy tears, Ay truth,' t!ifchai&is,mmft hive prcvarf'a; ' 

O ipare ine» Maftaj^a. 'Each piercing kceht ^ 

It a keen fnrord, and ftabs into my heart. 

Were'tWftvt rftef fKs deir^ ^^^^^ 

What were it but to hca?, eacMinpJttg hoar, 

W lipteddihg voidfeifh^oioi) virtue, duty. 

Condemning, laflM^ my dHb4aed Ibul 

WidithttribfeijdBftikj^lc^' No»^^ 

No gu:(t^ t|^0i|gl^ ifSf ^k '■ ' . ;• f ' >; 'iJ 

. .'* "'^ /r V Ye«, you mull live ^ 
Orfee medk^tttejatofhnmanrace. \ *-- > 

O if iny &i# renM^n ^ life prefctv'd,* - ' vV 

And meant la bniKve example iiow^mdf;i3i> ''^^ '' V 
Be (fcfrto my EadraV i^e-wHl Svt 
' ' '• L 6 To 



a^8, M tJ S T A P H- A. 

To pkad my viitiie*s cauie before a hthct ; 
Andrecondle him to a Conh jn&bmti . 

Who living liODOr'ds and,who dying blcft him. 

Emir A. 
What fiys my lord ? For all the promised joyi 
Ofparadife, I wottldnotieehisfacec "^ 

Nor will I part from thee. 

MUSTAPHA, 

My hoar is come I 
I heard th' inexorable angel call ! 
His potent voice ibands awfolin mine ear ! 
Emira !*■— -Oh* ■ fa rewel ! 
Emira. 

Ha! who are thefe t 

, M.USTAfilA. . 

The miniflers of fate. Ofinan and mutts iMr, 

Emira* 
Ye bkfihd powoa ! 

Save, ihicld me from their fight t 

MvSTAPRli. 

Alas— (he fiunts ! 
2^ger! Omyfrieodi where now ia he^ . ?<- 
Whole hand ihould comfort and fappor^ my. Imie^ ( * 
Look on hcr» heaven! I leave h#r in thy care. 

TAr 0f4ii maiijigns/er tiff u f^ifff* 
I come, 



li V q T ^ r ^ ^ ?^ 

I come, ipyfti<;Q(U. ,. Af^jv faM^wttlAi^way! : ^i^? 
A% this eternal parting., Oxjarj^auraJr* >. ..^- . ,, j:-/ 
Ofmaa, look hcrj^^-^l^p ^y fethfir^O^v .. , • ^ 
What thou haft feen!— One kU^Her check is cold- 
One more— O bitttcf (yi^tx !f-A»4 jdow tl^paggf, . ^ 
Ofd«itharepaft. . ! , .^ . ???je! !^ W2?<^:fi^ 

OsMAJf. . M 

My wQunded heart rweqs blood 
At this fad fight ! .^ ^y , 

•:^- ^ SC-E^N E' VIL^^'- :-.^.^ 

SOLYMAN. 

PfoteKb toe, h?aven ! 

'09MAN. " ' " ^ "'" *' ■ 

iv • My lord? 

• ' S0trY«|L|7. * 

Ofinan, it vaniih'd hef^i > f • ' > ^ . 

r - ♦-. .- My gracious ibveitigQy . 

What movesiyoa thus t What dayonrey^ pwfte \ 
Widi fiidi traii%«ried g^ste?*^ 

.. r... A' Ifcparipdfcub 

Can 
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Gqi ktie dienudm^t^verils dadt 
WkrefleeptfRdrindderiB^dd^tb^^ ' 

It Kune di£ ftmlibtoce of itoj buM fe&fef 
StaUMpaleuidtenil^^athwiMtttyfis^lT'' '^ ^' 
Andg^aiMalookofamgerasitpafi'd!^ ^ '^ ^^^ 

SOLTM AH. ' - • ' 

likwitplaia* 
In my lone tc9|^d^i$i|nQi^ Jhift igine ear, 
Fiom airy vokes whimpering tint) the gloom. * 

I liften'd ; when^if^M^a #ivt tTfiune 
Binfl, dimly flafhing roand mei and diSlbs^d ^ 

The hideous vjfion-^Look, h benils this way— . 

Bdiold it» Ofman I 

'/ . \ \\ 0«|IA!l. \ 

TwiHufionaU. I 

SOLYMAH..^ -, ■ :: ^^^^/, J 

O night of horrors ! — r^Muftapha ! thy fete. 
Thy ffij^^Bfr/m^ yft.kft tcniblc than mine l 
Ofiw»j;lw»Ji»ftwretclv<^,»-^^ , 

; . JgarkJ mylordy 
What fiiouto' ! . What f^rj|)a8 outcries t 
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,ts m 's fc 'A 9 m UL ii^ 

SOLTHAN. 

' t . -, RUSTAN. 

To iav^Jiii iMib^ffutSd dtt;AMpii«iM«^, , ^ 
1 4^v«w(|^y(elf, with all your gathered flavca. 
To bar tfaeirjaaflk geiji nij i . . , ; 



^p M V B T A T H A. 

All wickcdnefi Is imfery4— ~Bat yet, 
Iwaiiotdi^lwtJvaBr^ici^gfclO ii 
Upon my pM^g ^piik—^Muftapha— 
Prophet ! forgive n ie> ^ »oft ittnocenC t 
And Roxolana— — ^r* -" y^'cJ 

I • -. "J^iyMAN. 

Slave! fkottdj^4r^ fWli ^r 

And haft efcapM my joftk»F— Roxolana 

Thoi^ wouHfthawfiud—is 6Ifc as hdl, or thee! 

:.-*■'. SC EN E IX. 

. .. .. T 

Back Jcem ^fining difc^fitt th MmUtjadfiifiin in ^^ 
Hiudes rf zrief ruaui tt» ^^.^^/MufUpha; 7b^ 
hrhg i//«r«««'- 

;,;= ^Awdv:£9\t»i4^g^. * '■: i y 

Alas ! by brother— deadWLcok here, Juft heaven ! 
IcQii»T»Cfiwt^^-^btttIoi»periflii^ '^^ 

' ^ 'fifiishimfi^. 

What haft thottdone?--Weitth<WtoolcagttMagainft me? 
Yet live: my heart forgives, ind bids thee live. 

ZAkbBR. 

NotimiVer«iifl^flioi84*ia*xiitfi^ i>Wimi:. ^ 
Longer tobreathethfrtOTiteda af^ ■ fcyik» l ^" ■'■ ^ 

By 



M U S T A- P H A. 2J3 

By thofe (oft tears^of pity and remosfe 

You fhed o'er this fad lbene-^Sapportm«) fificiidfi-*-^ - 

To dying fnendihip grant this laflrrequc ft ■■ ■ ' ■" ■ 

Beneath one marble, let its xdk together ; 

In the fame fbcial tomb our human part 

Sleep fafe^ and undiflurbM-**— ^HoW| Mnflapha— -• 

Now, I am thine fo r ever 8 

SOLYMAN. J '. . 

O my&n«!. 
Did ever age produce fuch god-like worth f 
Such matchlefs frimdihip ?— ^Ah--*-what then am t-r* 
Their murderer ! — Hide, O hide me from that thought 1 
O kt me plunge into profoundcft night \ 
Lee her bto^d whig with ever-dcniBg ihade - 
Involve my memory ! left fame (hould tell. 
Should publiih to remoteft time— I dcMr'd 
A life of gIory---thus. 

S C E N E 3C. 

TV/AMV'Rogcfl^ANAr 

Ah«^Zaiigerf i 

SojbV^MAir. 

Look! 

See, ftrccrcfs— womaB,fec-*'thecttrft^ffea* • . 

Ofthy4ire^w?a!..:v'c ^^^,',,.^ -,\ ^ .,. 

Roxa- 
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ROZOLANA. 

Recall not to my thought 
tVE^I hav« donp-^O give mc inftaat deaiW 

Sot Y MAN. 

Death — ^werc reward ancl mercy. Thoo flialt live 

Whole yean of ho|)eip|s aiigt^Iifli aiid dcfpair. 

Improve the paogs, tjie heart-dcftroying Honors, 

Even all that love betrayed and changM to gall ' 

Can poor upoii 4f«* . ' Yes, we tioth ihall liv^^ ^ y ,.. 

Twpdemop, hourly, ^Ojijjbi;;wdswdcu^^ * »' 

Each ptlwi^t cri^i^ l^cr fffn^/^J?:^ j 

gh^ fliaU no(b^^;i a *j^,^i: drqj^f t^, ^^^^ ^ > 

&ef my onhapiy %r-* H?4A JW^BfiW^fflS^u 

RolU deep 1j^^axQ)g^lfe^4er ^*^|I9^ ^,lev « 

JuJUcediviii5^,difcl|«]^^it^ . «| 

Onheiv It cannot m;>ebo^j|f"^^ 

O dire example, known and felt too late, ^^' A 

Of anioroii3 wf ak^K^^. of wjoinanS *atc ! 
Ocurs'd preK^yejof boondlcfi fwjty, 
That gives thc^adly.pajBdns fcdpe to play !' 
Ragift and isevengetb coward-fear Aceeed: • 
Andwordkmnftefdfi^thoa^ | 

^i End of tbi Fifth' ym. 
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E P I L G ^ E- 

^ S^ z Friend. 

-^Mrr£ L L^f$r tifis dfUi TU unArtmk tbeparf^-^ 

Buif wmtd have iaH ixcuj^J nvitb att ntf htaft. 
itom^ g99^t Sift, tofyiok em Epibgiu ; 
/ dvuhi^ K^fiafinidH tbi td^ in ^vgm .« 

Jndhrhinmmmtpmf0n»Mmmj4iik 

Omt' Mth^f^o avows hin^^mfii 

To njoriti/uehjlrmms as htii £Jbms»r nx)it, 

T^t thUt nmth humble hopi^U lids mi /ay : 

y^OMgbti kfsfanltft fUn^djou m bis flay i 

Ifnoblipqff^badgfomi' hfitas gkw i 

IffuUng fiiytatigbt a tear, to flow ; 

If, wbile bi tr/d to snake fair virtue fiine^ 

Youfiaitd indtdgent oa tbejufi defign : 

Twere measSf tbffe bright imfrejpons to efface ^ 

7^ d^pi^fy the mind vfbieb givts ^em place : 

dni 



Bi^ILOOUE* 

dndfir thi vain delight offomt lonvjeft^ ' 
Dift^i the nmfe^ ami fain thi mcdeft brtaf. 

^ihold that drcie 9fthe ftfi^mn^fair^ 
^beir looks honv open ! how fir e^ their air ! 
May no riide hlu/h rtfkfade pne J^fHif^/ace^ 
That, /a/e from in/u/t, they may veil^groii! 
Bey9urs hencefirth tofitve them, from atmins^ 
jMd mindifoie their vt^lgttd charms* 
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